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Chapter 1 

All heads were down, pencils and pens flying across paper. Every once 
in a while someone would mutter as they worked their way through a 
particularly tangly problem. 

Dr. Jonquil checked her watch. "Time, ladies and gentlemen, time. Pass 
your pop quiz to the front of your row.” Papers rustled as many students 
sagged into their chairs, their energy now at low ebb. "Pass them up now. 
When I say 'now' I do not mean 'in a little while when you feel like it.' This 
isn't a request, Peter." Peter blushed, put his pen down and passed his paper 
forward. 

"Thank you all," she said as she went down the row collecting the 
quizzes. "Have a very good weekend, but not such a good weekend that 
you forget about the mid-term in two weeks." 

"Nice parting gift, Dr. Jonquil," Nell told her on her way out, but she 
was smiling. Nell was a good student. Wound extremely tight about grades, 
even for a pre-med, but still a good student. 

"I do what I can," Dr. Jonquil told Nell, but she wasn't paying attention 
any more. She and Jamie were talking, with Jamie doing most of the talking 
and Nell twirling her hair and brushing casually up against him. Dr. Jonquil 
glanced quickly away. 

Peter was standing in front of the lectern. "So, um. Number five. Was 
that 6-isobutyl-2-octene?" He shifted from one foot to the other. 

Dr. Jonquil shook her head. "You reversed how you're supposed to 
number the chain. The alkene should have the lowest possible position 
number on the carbon chain." 

Peter winced. "3-isobutyl-2-octene." 

"You got it. Well, except you didn't get it, at least not on the test." She 
gathered up her papers. 

"I don't even know why I'm in this class," Peter said. "It's not like I 
have to take Orgo." 

"That question I can't answer. Have a good weekend." 

Dean Minott was waiting for her in her office. "Have you got a minute, 
Halley?" 

Halley looked up from the mail she'd grabbed from the department 
office. "Sure, Ted. I just finished my class. What's up?" 

"First of all, congratulations on the teaching award." He settled into the 
chair in front of her desk and propped his feet up on a stack of journals. 
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"Well, thanks.” Ted Minott never handed out compliments by 
themselves. She moved behind her desk, trying not to tense up. 

"It's always nice for the chemistry department to get the recognition it 
deserves. And teaching awards help bring in the students." 

"That's certainly nice of you to say, but it sounds like your next sentence 
is going to start with 'But...."" 

"However," said Dean Minott. 

"However' ain't nothing but 'but' misspelled." 

"However, research brings in the funding, and this department can't run 
without it. I know you've been working on some low-level projects with 
students—" 

There was the other shoe. "You also knew I was going to focus on 
teaching during my first two years here, with the research to follow. The 
reason I know you knew was because I made it a condition for accepting 
the job here, and you got a copy of the letter spelling that out." Halley 
could feel her shoulder muscles tightening, creeping upwards towards her 
ears. 

"Yes, that's all very well and good, but your two years are nearly up. 
You know how long a truly world-class research lab takes to set up." He 
sat up straight and spread his hands. "I'm not trying to pressure you. I'm 
here to help you however I can and to do right by the department. And that 
means not having a world-class researcher not doing research." 

Halley forced her shoulders back down. "I know what direction I want 
my research to take. Those ‘low-level’ projects aren't a waste of time. They're 
laying the foundation for my later research." 

"Be sure not to miss this funding cycle. You can't write a good grant in 
a weekend." 

"I won't." 

Halley and Ted looked at each other for a moment. "Well, then." Ted 
stood. "I'm glad we had this discussion." 

"TI let you know how my research efforts are coming." 

"No need," said Ted as he left. "I'll be checking up on you." 

And that was just what Halley didn't need, she thought as she sorted 
through her mail, angrily jamming some of it on her desk spike. Why was 
Minott watching her so closely? It wasn't like Bulwer Elevester University's 
chemistry department had no true slacker professors. 

All she needed was a few more uninterrupted months. If she could prove 
some of her basic theories, she could start doing research and publishing in 
the full light of day. As it stood, she had a lot of unproven theories in a field 
known more for charlatans and cranks. 

That was the trouble with transcendental medicine, Halley thought as 
she biked home later that afternoon. It was too tangled up with the pseudo- 
scientific and the completely unscientific. But the things she'd uncovered! 
One of the reasons she'd come to BEU was for unfettered access to its 


remarkably broad collection of obscure journals, books and other publications. 

Thank goodness she'd found this basement apartment. The whole house was owned 
by two doctors, Dr. Mr. Rieger and Dr. Mrs. Rieger, and they had converted part of the 
basement into a surgical theatre. No telling what the Doctors Rieger had done with t 
theatre, but it had made the apartment nearly impossible to rent. The apartment n 
counting the theatre was nearly 1400 square feet, plenty enough for her, and she wai 
using the theatre to store a lot of her books. 

Greg did find the theatre a little creepy, even after she'd put up some nice curtain 
Good thing he didn't have to come through it to get to her kitchen or her bedroom. 

He was due to arrive around six, which gave her just enough time to get the pasta 
primavera going. It wasn't like pasta primavera was that hard to make. Just cook so 
pasta until it was al dente, bake some vegetables until they were shriveled and bla 
toss out the vegetables, re-cook the pasta, bake some more vegetables, realize t 
you'd overcooked the pasta until it nearly disintegrated, then order take-out Chinese. 

"General Tso is mounting a frontal assault on my hunger, and I believe he is winnin 
Greg later told her. 

Halley sighed. "Sorry about dinner. I really thought I had it this time." 

"Don't worry about it." 

"I mean it. I'm going to cook you dinner one of these nights." 

"You're a chemist. I'm really okay with getting food from elsewhere." 

"Oh, sure, you think I'd put chemicals in your food, and meantime they can slip 
of the sodium salt of L-glutamic acid in there that they want and you're fine with that. 

"It makes the meat taste better!" 

"Fine, fine.” Halley gathered up the empty take-out containers and tossed the 
the trash. The breakfast nook was only about five feet from the garbage can in the 
kitchen, so it didn't take much skill. Thankfully. 

After dessert—cheesecake from the freezer—Halley asked Greg, "What's our movi 
selection for tonight." 

"Ah, you'll love this one. It's a bunch of mindless violence. Stuff blows up, the 
are car chases, and people will shoot other people." 

"No fair," Halley said. "Tonight's was supposed to be a mismatched couple w 
fight and then discover that they are in love but fate conspires to keep them apart until 
the final reel!" 

"Like us, then," replied Greg. 

"Not at all like us!" said Halley. "Just because you're in the English department a 
I'm a chemist and my discipline has rigor and truth while yours is all obfuscation?" 

"Okay, not like us." He waved the movie at her. "We're still going to watch stufi 
blow up, though." 

Halley stood up and shoved her chair under the table. "Fine. But next time we 
watch two of my kind of movie." 

The movie was everything Greg had promised and more. The main hero shot so 
bad guys, protected a pneumatic blonde from the villain, crashed his car, shot mo 
bad guys, tossed off groaningly bad quips, shot even more bad guys, killed the villain 
and got the blonde in the end. "I don't know why you watch things like this. Shouldn' 



















you be, I don'tknow, deconstructing these movies or examining them from 
the viewpoint of feminist theory." 

"That's so last century. Besides, the only things I want to deconstruct 
right now are those clothes." 

"I declare, you do know how to flatter a lady." 

Greg was a good lover, as far as Halley could tell. Their sex was 
straightforward and satisfying. They'd been together for over a year, and 
Halley had no complaints. None about Greg, at least. 

The problem, Halley thought the next morning as she listed to Greg 
showering, was that she wanted to experiment. She'd been too much of a 
prude in high school and college, and in graduate school she'd barely had 
enough time to eat, let alone sleep around. Now she was a respectable 
professor with a respectable boyfriend, and she wasn't about to throw any 
of that away. 

That's what had attracted her to transcendental medicine in the first 
place, and why her current project was so important to her. The chance to 
be someone else for a time wasn't one she wanted to miss. 


Chapter 2 

Halley looked at the various glass retorts, beakers, distillers, and other 
equipment that she kept in her makeshift lab behind the theatre. She'd 
cobbled it together from cast-off equipment and the occasional five-finger 
discount from school labs. Thank goodness she was able to use BEU's gas 
chromatograph and similar large pieces of equipment on the rare occasion 
she needed to. 

Bubbling in one of the retorts was her latest experiment, a reddish liquid 
that blooped away merrily over a Bunsen burner's flame. She put a box 
wrapped in butcher paper on the table next to it and started unwrapping 
the box. 

According to the tenets of transcendental medicine, a person was made 
up of many competing impulses and drives. It had taken Halley months to 
find a text that told her how to unseat dominant aspects of her personality 
in favor of less-dominant ones through drinking a tincture. Several more 
months went by while she tracked down items required to make the mixture. 
The crystalline salt that had just arrived in the box was the last thing she 
needed. 

It was white, she discovered when she finally opened one of the wrappers 
inside the box. She hadn't been sure what color it would be. No putting this 
near the table salt! Halley turned off the Bunsen burner, waited a minute 
for things to cool, then unstoppered the retort. The blood-red liquid's smell 
permeated the room, all ethers and esters. She measured out a portion of 
the salt and dumped it in the liquid. 

As the crystals dissolved they bubbled, making the entire tincture look 
like a bizarre off-brand of soda for vampires. The tincture's smell intensified, 
the liquid taking on a sickly glow. Halley took refuge behind a table. 

The bubbling and glowing stopped. The red liquid changed to a dark 
purple, then started fading into a weak green color. 

Now was the moment of truth. Did she dare drink it? Halley would 
prefer to test it on a subject who wasn't her, but her options were limited. 
The potion would only work on an animal with a developed-enough sense 
of self and personality to have competing drives, 1f it worked at all. She 
didn't know where she could get a test monkey, or how she'd tell 1f 1t had 
worked on a monkey. Undergrads might work, but if one of them died, the 
paperwork would be hellacious. 

She poured some of the tincture into an Erlenmeyer flask, the better to 
stick with mad scientist traditions the world over. Halley lifted the flask to 
her lips, closed her eyes, and set the beaker down. 

Right, right, she just needed a moment to convince herself it would be 
Okay. So she was going to swig a mixture of unknown properties whose 
recipe she'd gotten from some old books and inspired guess-work. What 
could possibly go wrong? 
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What could go right? She could imagine the look on Ted's face when 
she showed him a working research project that would shake the very 
foundation of medicine. That was all it took. Halley grabbed the flask and 
drank deeply of the tincture. 

The pains started in her feet and moved up her body. The empty flask 
rattled where she'd dropped it. Her bones were grating, sliding, rearranging 
themselves in the most painful fashion imaginable. Her stomach gave a 
lurch, threatening to dump out all of the tincture and possibly itself as well. 
Halley slumped to the floor. She felt as if some terrible thing was happening, 
as if she was re-experiencing all of the existential angst she had ever felt, 
compressed into a minute or two. 

The angst lifted. She felt—to tell the truth, she felt better than she had 
in years. It had worked! She knew this with unshakeable certainty. Her 
normal personality was no longer in ascendance. The new her felt younger 
and more sensual, ten times more sensual than she normally felt, aware of 
the feel of air conditioning sliding across her face, the rough rub of her 
shirt. Every sensation was new. She stood, delighting in the experience, 
and discovered that her clothes now hung baggily on her. 

She was shorter than before. Her pants were threatening to slide off her 
hips, and her feet were lost in her shoes. What had happened? 

She grabbed her pants waist, stepped out of her shoes, and headed for 
her bedroom. She needed a mirror. Why hadn't she thought to have a mirror 
downstairs? Probably because she didn't expect it to work, not really. 

The face she saw in the mirror wasn't hers. It was beautifully 
proportioned, with clear skin she'd always fantasized about, but it wasn't 
hers. She let her pants drop and shrugged out of her shirt. Her body was 
lissome. She wasn't carrying any extra fat on her anymore. She looked 
younger, as if she was twenty-two or twenty-three. Since her underwear 
was loose as well she removed that. Her breasts had shrunk, down a cup 
size. They rode high on her chest, nipples jutting out. 

Jutting nipples? She wasn't cold. Now that she thought about it, she 
was extremely horny. Was this new aspect her libido brought to the fore? It 
was what she had wanted, but she hadn't expected the feelings to be this 
strong. 

That could explain some of the physical changes. Halley hadn't exercised 
her libido that much, which was why it hadn't been a dominant drive. Since 
Halley's libido was underdeveloped, was it any surprise that the 
personification of that libido was younger and smaller in stature? 

She felt more energetic than she had in years. She wanted to dance, to 
drive, to feel wind on her face. She felt like she could run a marathon, or 
take on a whole football team. 

Mmm, a whole football team. 

If she was going to go out like this, she'd have to have clothes. And that 
meant measurements. She rummaged in a dresser drawer for the cloth tape 
measure she'd bought back when she thought she was interested in quilting. 





The new version of her was five feet tall. She'd lost almost six inches in 
height. She verified what she'd guessed by eye: she was now an A-cup, 
down from a full B-cup. She measured her waist, inseam, and more, noting 
them all on a pad of paper. 

She wanted to get out! This new body of hers was aching for a test 
drive. Was there anything of Halley's she could wear? Nothing in the closets 
would come close to fitting. She'd look like a kid dressing up in her mom's 
clothes. She'd just have to wait. 

If she couldn't go out, she could at least entertain herself. She flopped 
on Halley's bed and thought about that anonymous football team. Big sweaty 
guys with big strong shoulders, big hands, and big everything else. One 
hand slipped down to her crotch and began moving in and out. She let 
herself get lost in the fantasy, fingers moving faster and faster, until she 
came, shuddering and jerking with the orgasm's force. 

Then she did it again. 

And again. 

After the fourth time she paused. She'd just had more orgasms in an 
hour than Halley'd had in a month and she was still up for more. How 
strong was her libido? 

She'd just have to find out by experimentation. She was a scientist, 
after all. She fantasized some more and quickly moved through orgasms 
five, six, and seven. 

After twelve she had to stop because her hand was cramping and she 
was getting hungry. Halley's wallet had enough cash for the local sub shop. 
She called in an order to be delivered. Hanging up the phone, she realized 
that she'd have to find something to wear. 

Halley had stashed some old clothes in the back of her closet that she 
couldn't wear them anymore but had never bothered to get rid of them. 
Some digging turned up a t-shirt and a pair of exercise shorts with a 
drawstring. On the new her the shirt hung loose and the shorts had to be 
cinched up tight, but at least she could answer the door. 

The delivery boy looked like he was about seventeen, all gangly limbs 
and awkward moves. "It was a little under $15, right?" she asked. 

"Uh, uh, yeah." He kept looking everywhere but at her, shifting his 
weight from foot to foot. "About that." Was he always that nervous? 

"Here, keep the change." She held out the money, but he didn't take it at 
first. After a moment she lifted up his wrist and put the money in it. He 
sucked in air, eyes dilated. He mumbled something to her and nearly ran 
back to his car. When he turned sideways she could see his erection. 

Well, how about that? Here she was, no makeup, no perfume, in too- 
large clothes, and that kid was so turned on he couldn't even speak. It gave 
her something to think about as she wolfed down her sub. It tasted great. 
She reveled in how it felt in her mouth. 

Finishing her meal, she decided she'd had enough. Time to change back. 
She could change back, right? Sudden panic ran through her. She'd been 


so lost in new sensations that she hadn't even thought about what she'd do 
if there were any problems changing back. Not bothering to clean up her 
trash, she ran through the apartment and down to her lab. The potion 
swapped personalities, so drinking it again should bring her back to herself. 
Right? 

The tincture slid down her throat. The pains and terrible feeling of 
helplessness were easier to deal with, knowing that they would end shortly. 
And when they did end, Halley stood, restored to her original size and 
shape, her shorts' drawstring undone and the t-shirt making it hard to breathe. 

Holy crap. This was Nobel Prize material for sure. 
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Chapter 3 

The next morning brought feelings of guilt and concern. She'd been 
stupid to try the tincture out herself, before she had any real idea of whether 
or not it would kill her. Worse yet, she could have been stuck, no longer 
recognizable as Halley at all. It was reckless and foolish, the kind of stunt 
that left researchers dead. 

Still, it had felt so liberating. Halley had never felt so good, so alive, as 
she had after drinking that tincture. Excitement about going out warred 
with caution. What would repeated doses do to her? Did she want to risk 
it? 

Hell yes, she wanted to risk it. 

There were preparations to make first. For one, now that she knew the 
tincture worked, she needed to direct her legitimate research towards 
"discovering" it once more. She issued orders to Gary and Li, her two 
graduate students. They were going to be kept busy running simulations of 
the chemicals she'd used, as well as some others to make it less obvious 
that she knew which ones would work. 

For another, she needed new clothes. On her way home from BEU that 
afternoon she stopped by a department store. Armed with her list of 
measurements, Halley grabbed a white bra and panties, a nice button-up 
shirt, and some slacks. Since she couldn't make sure they would fit, she 
also bought a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, in case she had to return the 
clothes while changed. When she dumped the clothes on the check-out 
counter, the cashier looked at them, then up at Halley. "Buying clothes for 
your daughter?" she asked Halley, who blushed and didn't answer. 

The clothes sat unused for two more days while Halley kept changing 
her mind about whether or not she'd go through with 1t. Sometimes she 
thought she should wait. In a few months, maybe a year or two at the most, 
she'd have the research to back up her first experiment. She'd know if it 
would be safe then. Other times she realized that that was stupid: research 
to establish safety would take years and years, and no amount of research 
would tell her if it was really safe or not. 

Then one afternoon, she decided it was time. Halley tipped salt crystals 
in a vial of red liquid, waited for it to turn green, then drank it down. 
Halley ignored the feeling of dread and the pain to pay attention to the 
physical changes. Now that she knew what was coming, she could feel 
herself becoming thinner. The countertop she was leaning on rose up as 
she shrunk. She'd forgotten about her clothes again, which engulfed her. 

Then it was over. She felt the same surge of energy she'd felt the first 
time. She stretched, feeling like a stranger in her new skin. Off came her 
clothes, which she tossed in a pile. The new clothes mostly fit, though the 
bra was a little tight in the band and loose in the cups. The problem was 
that the clothes were all wrong. What had she been thinking, buying them? 
They were too conservative for the vivacious new her. She'd just have to 
go buy new ones. 


There was a store the college kids shopped at, at least the ones who 
were under a size eight. She pulled into the parking lot and nearly skipped 
into the store. As she rifled through the clothes, she realized that she was 
getting stares from some of the other shoppers. A few women were watching 
her as if they wanted to kill her. Others had more appraising stares. She 
looked down at her feet. Wait, why was she letting them embarrass her? 
She started staring right back at them, which made them stop watching 
her. 

She finally settled on a scoop-necked top and a skin-tight pair of slacks. 
She added a frilly bra and thong panties, then went to try everything on. 
The top was silk, and felt great sliding on. She was tempted to go without 
the bra, but decided against it. 

She paid for the clothes and headed back out to her car. Once in, she 
wriggled out of her old clothes and into the new ones. No one seemed to 
notice. Then she was finally ready for the bar she'd picked out ahead of 
time. 

The Green Room was everything she'd hoped for. It was crammed full 
of desperately single people looking for action. Halley had never been 
before, but had heard about its reputation as a big meat market. The place 
certainly smelled of desperation, at least to her. She could smell it over the 
odor of beer and smoke and too many bodies crammed into a tight space. 

Start with a drink, then pick out a likely stud. She wormed her way to 
the bar. People seemed willing to move out of her way, though she could 
feel their eyes on her wiggling ass. The slacks had turned out to be a good 
idea. 

"Give me a whiskey, neat," she told the bartender. 

He looked her over, making her feel seven years old again. "Cute. I'll 
need to see your ID." 

It was the first big roadblock she'd come to. She didn't have any ID, at 
least none that looked like her right now. Oh, shit, she didn't even have a 
driver's license she could use. Any cop who pulled her over would clap her 
in leg irons and report her car as stolen. 

She'd worry about that later. Right now she was going to worry about 
getting booze. She leaned forward and stared at the bartender. Small beads 
of sweat formed on his forehead. "My ID?" 

Weah. 

She leaned forward a little more, putting her hand on his. "Do I look 
like I'm under twenty-one?" 

He stared, then shook his head. "Nuh uh. But I could get in trouble..." 

"Look around." She let one finger trace patterns on the back of his 
hand, ruffling the small hairs on it. "Do you see any cops? Just because I 
forgot my ID shouldn't mean I can't have fun." 

The bartender blinked, then blinked again. "Neat whiskey, coming up." 

She leaned back, thrilled and amazed at what she'd been able to do. At 
what she'd dared to do! Halley had never tried anything like that before, 
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and would have failed miserably if she had. Now she'd done it with ease. 
With luck any cop who pulled her over would be male. Or a lesbian; that 
would work, too. 

The whiskey came in a small glass on top of a white bar napkin. Blue 
ink on the napkin spelled out a phone number. She looked back up at the 
bartender, who smiled before going to take care of another customer. 

So she was one for one. Pity the bartender wasn't someone she'd want 
to talk to, let alone get in bed with. The guy in the turtleneck and sports 
coat was a different matter, now. He had dark hair and good looks, and, 
most important, was without an obvious date. 

She thought about going up to him, then decided to make him do the 
pursuing. She worked her way over to near him and looked away, sipping 
her whiskey. 

"When you're done with that drink, can I buy you another?" She turned 
around, smiling, only to see that her intended target was still oblivious. 
The man standing in front of her had a scraggly moustache clinging gamely 
to his top lip. She could see the bar lights reflecting off of the oil on his 
forehead. 

"No thanks." She went back to her drink. 

"Really, I'd love to buy you a drink." 

"And I'd love it if you'd buy someone else's drink," she muttered. The 
oily guy finally took the hint and moved on. 

Her quarry still wasn't looking her way. So much for that idea. Time for 
a more active approach. But could she get him talking to her without starting 
the conversation? 

He was walking away! No fair! First he didn't notice her, and now he 
was walking away! He looked like he was headed towards the bar. 
Inspiration struck. She moved parallel to him, using her newfound ability 
to make people get the hell out of her way to outpace him. She then angled 
across his path, holding her drink a little high and away from her, and 
then— 

It worked perfectly. He bumped into her outstretched arm, her glass 
tipped, and what whiskey was left went splashing mostly on her. 

"Oh! I'm so sorry. I didn't see you..." 

She looked up at him. "I know I'm short, but surely I'm not that short." 
He was holding his empty glass in one hand and a bar napkin in the other. 
She took his hand in hers and began sponging at her wet top with the 
napkins. "Good thing you have those napkins." She made sure his fingers 
brushed across her nipples, now poking out after the cold alcohol. "There 
we go," she said, dropping his hand. "That's better." 

"I...uh..." He kept looking at her small chest, then glancing away. He 
finally settled on shredding the wet napkin in his hands. "Sorry." 

"You can apologize by buying me another drink," she said. 

"Oh, um." 

"Neat whiskey," she told him. 


He paused. "I don't like buying drinks for people I don't know. I'm 
Rick. Rick Sikora." 

Oh, oh, oops. How had she managed to forget she'd need a name? Would 
she be safe keeping her same initials? Hester? Bah, she'd need a scarlet 
letter. Hillary? Maybe it was better to stay away from anything so obvious. 

She could always stick with the classics.... "Edie Hyde." 

"Edie Hyde, who likes her whiskey neat," said Rick. "I'll be right back." 

She watched him work his way to the bar. She'd done it. Edie'd done it. 

Rick was back with new drinks for them both, half-smiling. "I hope 
this is okay. And I'm sorry again about spilling your drink," he said. 

"It's not all bad. I've met you, right?" Edie smiled, then sipped her drink. 

Rick glanced down at the hand she'd rubbed across her chest. "Yeah. 
Are you a student?" 

"Do I look that young?" Edie asked. "No, I've been out of school for a 
little while." 

"Good," said Rick, looking faintly relieved. 

"I do work at BEU, with a chemistry professor there. Boring stuff, but 
it keeps me in cash." Someone walking by shoved Edie in the back. She 
took the opportunity to fall into Rick. "Whoops. It's way crowded in here." 
She moved back a little, though not too far. "What about you?" 

"I work for a software company," he said. "The work's okay." This time 
someone bumped into Rick, jostling him into Edie. Edie deftly kept her 
drink unspilled. 

"Can we—" "Let's go—" They both stopped. "You first," Edie said. 

"I was going to say we should go somewhere else. It's way too crowded 
in here." 

"If 1t weren't so crowded, we'd never have started talking," Edie said 
with a smile. She downed what was left of her whiskey. "Lead on." 

The pavement outside didn't want to stay level. It was tilting back and 
forth gently. Too much whiskey too fast, Edie thought. She wasn't used to 
it. "Where to?" Edie asked. 

"I know a decent pub not too far from here," said Rick. "Close enough 
to walk, and we can get a small booth." 

"Sounds good." Edie tripped as she started to follow Rick, then regained 
her balance. "Though maybe I'll stick to soda." 

The pub was tucked between an all-night grocery store and a closed 
sub shop. Edie hadn't been to this part of town much, and had never noticed 
1t being here. It was a lot less crowded than The Green Room. The two of 
them were able to grab a booth easily. 

Edie let herself drift through the next hour's conversation. She did find 
out that Rick had a wry sense of humor to go with his gym-honed body. 
Edie only slipped up one time. When Rick admitted that he was twenty- 
seven, Edie blurted out, "That's younger than me!" 

"You can't be as old as Lam," Rick replied. "No way you're that close to 
thirty." 








Halley may be thirty-three, thought Edie, but I'm not. "Why? Don't I 
look fifty?" 

"You're a well-preserved fifty," laughed Rick. "I didn't figure you for 
more than forty-six, tops." 

The conversation slowly died away. Then Rick said, "I'm having a great 
time tonight." 

"Me too." 

"This may seem a little sudden, but are you free another night this week?" 

This wasn't how the night was supposed to end. "I'm free tonight." 

Edie watched Rick's pupils dilate. "That's, uh, that's even more sudden." 

Edie moved from her side of the booth to his, sliding up next to him. 
"Why play games? I like you. I hope you like me." She let her hand idly 
stroke up and down his thigh. "Let's go to your place and see what happens." 

Rick was looking a little nervous. "You sure you're not a BEU student? 
Because I've—" 

Edie let her hand move to the inside of Rick's thigh, then to his crotch. 
His dick was pushing hard against his pants. "I think you do like me." Both 
of their breathing was speeding up. Edie rubbed Rick's pants up and down 
his cock. "How far away is your place? Maybe I can't wait very long." 
Before she realized what she was doing, she was under the table, on her 
knees, her head between Rick's legs. She unzipped his fly and worked his 
dick out of his boxers. 

"What're you doing?!?" Rick hissed. 

"The booths have backs higher than your head, and the waitress stopped 
coming around twenty minutes ago." She ran her fingers over the head of 
his prick. He was large, a lot larger than Greg's. "My, what a big dick you 
have." 

"Edie!" Rick took Edie's hand and moved it away. "Besides, it's not that 
big." 

"I don't have a ruler down here, but I'd need three hands to even begin 
to cover it." Edie moved her other hand to his dick. 

Rick moved that hand away as well. "You can blame Melissa—ah, ah, 
ah, ah..." Rick's sentence turned into small gasps as Edie took his dick's 
head in her mouth and sucked hard. Halley had never performed oral sex 
before, but Edie was pretty sure she could figure it out as she went. 

"You should know better than to mention another girl's name at a time 
like this," said Edie when her mouth was free again. Rick's hands had gone 
limp, releasing hers, so Edie wrapped both hands around his shaft, put her 
mouth back on, and started working up and down its length. She couldn't 
go very far before she ran out of room, so she let her hands help out. Blood 
was pulsing into his prick, turning it into adamantine. 

The table was close enough to the booth benches that from down here, 
Edie couldn't see Rick's face. Thank God the tables were high enough that 
she had some room to maneuver. She could hear him gasping every once 
in a while, so she had to be doing this half-right, at least. 


"You need anything else?" Edie froze. The waitress had come back. 
Edie looked around frantically, and then relaxed when she realized the 
waitress couldn't see her or what she was doing. 

"No, we're fine." Rick's voice was a little higher than it had been earlier 
tonight. 

"Any more water?" the waitress asked. 

Edie leaned back over. "No, really, we're OKAY!" Rick's voice skittered 
even higher at the end, mainly because Edie had resumed her oral 
ministrations. There was silence. Then she could hear the waitress walking 
away. 

"This is crazy!" Rick hissed to her. 

In response Edie slid back up on the booth beside him, leaving his boner 
waving under the table. "I guess I'd better leave well enough alone, then," 
she said. She pulled her glass of water across the table to her and began 
drinking it, carefully looking away from Rick. 

He was quiet for a few seconds. "It won't fit back in my pants." 

"I thought it wasn't that big," said Edie. She reached back under the 
table and grabbed his erect cock. "So we can't go anywhere until this guy 
shrinks?" She moved her palm around and around its head. Rick shifted in 
his seat. "Relax, I don't think this will take much longer.” Edie slid back 
under the table, this time grabbing a fistful of napkins to take with her. 

It didn't take much longer at all. She felt him swelling in her mouth and 
pulled back, cupping some of the napkins around him. He orgasmed, sending 
several hot spurts into the napkins. Edie caught it all, then cleaned him up. 

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" she said, rejoining him on the bench. 
"Besides, I told you I was free tonight." 

Rick was just now starting to breathe more normally. "I can't believe 
we weren't caught." 

"Fun, wasn't it?" Edie's grin was wicked. 

"No! Kind of. I mean, this kind of thing never happened to me before." 

"You're so cute when you're flustered. Save it for your Penthouse letter." 
She flicked her blond hair out of her face. "Admit it: that was the best 
blowjob you've ever had. And neither of us got hurt." 

He stared at her, a smile starting. "I'll say I didn't get hurt." 

Edie glanced at her watch. It was getting late, and Halley had class in 
the morning. "I think I'll take a rain check on the rest of the evening. You 
can owe me one." 

"Wait! How do I get in touch with you?" 

Good question. Edie needed to get a cell phone. "I'll get in touch with 
you. Give me a business card. Surely a corporate stud like you carries 
one." He handed over an embossed white card, then took it back and 
scribbled a phone number on the back. " Your home number?" He nodded. 

"Thank you, Rick Sikora, for a lovely night. I hope it was memorable 
for you. You'll get the check?" She slid out of the booth and headed out the 
door. 








The whole drive home she was practically crackling with excess energy. 
She'd been an idiot not to go home with Rick, but it was too late now. 

Part of the problem was that she hadn't gotten any relief herself. As 
soon as she got home she stripped, flopped on her bed and fingered herself. 
She managed two orgasms nearly back to back. The whole time she 
fantasized about Rick's big cock, its feel in her mouth and hands, how it 
would feel inside her. 

Edie rose reluctantly and padded nude through her apartment to the lab 
behind the old operating theatre. She dissolved some of the salt crystals 
into the red tincture, watched 1t turn green, and drank it. Pain rippled through 
her as her body reconfigured. She stretched, pushing against the tightness 
of transformation, and Halley stood restored to herself. 

She was exultant, but so tired. It had been one hell of a night. Had she 
really given a stranger a blowjob in a restaurant? And enjoyed every minute 
of it? She had, and even better, no one had known it was Halley. Her 
reputation was safe. 

This was going to be great. 


Chapter 4 

In class the next day Halley had a hard time focusing. Her mind kept 
drifting back to Rick and that pub table. Her slacks had gotten dirty from 
her kneeling, so she'd dropped them off at a dry cleaner on the way into 
work. How long before she could do this again? She should give Rick 
some time to stew before calling him. 

It got so bad that at one point Peter finished working through a reaction 
sequence at the board and stood there for several seconds before Halley 
came back to her senses and said, "That's right. Well done." 

After class Peter and one of his friends, Nicole, stopped by Halley's 
desk. "Are you okay, Dr. Jonquil?" asked Peter. 

"Of course! Why do you ask?" Halley removed a few messages from 
her desk spike. 

"I dunno," said Nicole, "you just seemed kinda out of it." 

"Thanks, but I'm fine. Just a little tired, that's all." Halley wasn't lying 
about that. The previous evening's exertions had taken it out of her. Not to 
mention out of Rick. Halley bit down to keep from giggling in front of the 
students. 

If class was bad, the faculty meeting that afternoon was worse. Leonard 
Usher droned on and on about poor attendance at the colloquia last semester, 
and how he expected all faculty to attend and to encourage their students 
to attend, blah blah blah. It amazed her how Ted Minott could continue to 
look interested long past the point where she wanted to gnaw off her own 
leg to escape. The only way she lived through the ordeal was to daydream 
about what her next evening as Edie would be like. 

As tired and distracted as she'd been all day, she went home early. She'd 
barely had the energy to answer Gary and Li's questions about their research 
before heading home for a long, hot bath and an early bedtime. 

The next evening was a date with Greg. They ate at his apartment— 
how unfair was it that he could cook when she couldn't? Afterwards, as 
promised last time, they watched one of her kind of movies. 

And after that they headed for his bedroom. It was okay, but very 
predictable. As Halley was removing Greg's pants, she paused. Did she 
dare? She gingerly took his stiffening dick in her mouth. 

"Uh?" asked Greg. 

She pulled back. "I, uh, wanted to try something different." 
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"You know how oral sex works?" 

"Listen, mister, I wasn't a complete naif when I met you!" Just mostly a 
naif. She thought back to the other night and then did what came naturally. 
Greg was a lot smaller than Rick, but she knew his reactions and was able 
to time things better. Just before he came she pulled back and let him splatter 
up and onto himself and the sheets. 

"Wow," he said when he'd come back to his senses. "So now 1t's my 
turn." He rolled her over and moved down to her crotch. 

"What, you know how oral sex works?" 

"Hush, you." What Greg did next felt wonderful. Halley let her head 
loll back and let her building orgasm wash through her. Oh, wow, Edie 
would have to try this. 


Halley waited until late Saturday before calling Rick. Greg had a night 
class he was teaching on Saturdays, giving her the chance to slip away. 
She blocked caller ID, punched in Rick's number and listened to the 
electronic clicks of a connection being made. "Hello?" 

"Um, hi, Rick. This is—Edie." 

"Oh! Hi!" Rick fell silent. 

"You weren't sure I was going to call you, were you?" 

"Oh, no, no, I wouldn't think that," he said. 

Think like Edie. What would Edie say? "The other night was...fun, so I 
wanted to try it again. What are you doing tonight?" 

"Icould be persuaded to have dinner with you." Halley could practically 
hear him grinning over the phone. "What time should I pick you up?" 

"Let's do 6:30, and I'll meet you there. Where are we going?" 

Rick described a small Indian restaurant she'd been to before. "So I'll 
see you there at 6:30. Do you have a cold?" 

"What?" Halley said. 

"Your voice sounds different." 

"Oh, um. No, I'm fine, just a little hoarse," Halley said. 

"Okay. See you tonight," said Rick. "And no blowjobs under the table." 

"Was it that bad?" asked Halley. Rick just laughed and hung up. 

Edie would need cash and some more clothes. Best to let her pick the 
clothes. Halley packaged up two doses of the tincture, along with the 
necessary salt, and took a side trip to get some money from the ATM. After 


that she went by the chemistry building and slipped into Edie and Edie's 
clothes. 

Edie figured the store where she went last time would be fine. She 
bought several new outfits, depleting her cash in the process. Then she 
headed for the restaurant. 

Rick was already there. The host led them to a table in the middle of the 
restaurant. "I asked for one where we could see people," Rick told her. 

"You don't trust me?" Edie said. "I give you my word: no repeat of the 
other night." As they sat down Edie looked around. Several of the men in 
the restaurant had watched her every move since she came in. In some 
cases the women with them did not look happy. She turned back to Rick. 
"What's good here?" 

Dinner was enjoyable, though Edie wanted it to be over sooner. The 
longer they sat there, the more she wanted to tear Rick's clothes off with 
her teeth and jump him then and there. When he excused himself to go to 
the bathroom, Edie waited impatiently, then decided she was done waiting. 
She left enough cash to pay their bill and headed for the restrooms. The 
women's bathroom only had room for one person; the men's was 
undoubtedly the same. 

She took up station outside the men's bathroom. When Rick opened the 
door, she pushed him back and stepped in the room after him. 

"What? Edie, what're you doing?" 

Edie locked the door. "I promised no blowjobs under the table this 
time." She backed Rick up against a clear wall and leaned into him, 
breathing in his smell. "And this is mostly private." 

"They'll think we ran off without paying!" He gently pushed her away. 

"I paid before I came in here," Edie said. She could see his pants 
beginning to tent. "I told you I wanted a rain check." She took his hands 
and placed them on her small breasts. "Doing it here just adds to the spice." 

"I can't take you anywhere!" Rick said. 

"Shh," Edie said, wriggling out of her pants. "Too loud and people will 
hear." Her thong followed. "We'll have to be very quiet." 

"Edie!" whispered Rick as she undid his belt buckle. 

"Oh, quit whining. This is going to be great." Edie muffled further 
complaints by pulling his head down and kissing him, her tongue darting 


in and out of his mouth. 
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By this time she'd stripped his lower body. His cock was in full bloom, pulsing with 
every heartbeat. "You're going to have to lift me up," she whispered in his ear before 
biting it gently. "Don't worry, I'm very light." 

"Oh, God," Rick whispered, but lifted her up. He lowered her slowly onto his big 
pipe. Edie wrapped her legs around Rick. It felt more wonderful than she'd dreamed. 

She was already at a fever pitch, and soon Rick was as well. They coupled in a 
silence punctuated only by their breathing. It didn't take more than a few minutes 
before Edie came, hissing in Rick's ear and digging her nails into his shirt back. Then 
he came, blasting into her. 

Edie slid off of Rick, standing on wobbly legs. "We'd better clean ourselves up," 
she whispered. Rick was looking dazed, a thousand-yard stare that only slowly focused 
on her. 

Edie and Rick dressed in a bathroom reeking of sex. He was flushed, as if he'd just 
finished running for his life. No telling how she looked, her hair all mussed. "C'mon, 
let's go," she said. Edie led Rick by the hand, out of the bathroom and past a very 
surprised man who had been waiting. Edie glanced back and saw him shake his head in 
disbelief. 

Outside on the sidewalk, Edie asked, "Did you have anything else planned for 
tonight?" 

"You, uh, you short-circuited my long-range plans just then." He was having trouble 
focusing. 

"Let's go back to your place. That was fun, but I'd like more foreplay next time." 

"You're crazy," Rick said. He squinted at her. "Are you sure you're not a BEU 
student?" 

"I'm sure," grinned Edie. "And besides, I'm the good kind of crazy. Tell me these 
weren't two of the best dates you've ever had. And this one isn't even over. Now tell me 
where you live and I'll follow you home. You can even keep me, at least for the night." 

Rick's apartment was almost barren, with only steel furniture and the occasional 
framed print to break the monotony. That was okay, Edie wasn't there to discuss interior 
decorating. As soon as they were in the door Edie was all over Rick, kissing him and 
running her hands over him. 

"Whoa, whoa," Rick said when he had the chance. "Slower this time." 

"Fine. I did say I wanted foreplay." Edie led Rick into his bedroom. His bed was 
tiny. Oh well, good thing she was so small. 

"This is the guest bedroom," Rick said. 

"And I'm not a guest?" She let herself be led into Rick's bedroom, which had a 
much bigger bed, thank goodness. Once inside, she started unbuttoning his shirt. Slowly, 
slowly, she worked her way down his shirt. His torso was as muscled as she had hoped. 
He might work for a software company, but he must spend most of his off-hours at a 
gym to be as fit as this. 

He slid her top off, then removed the hook of her bra. He ran his hands around to 
her front, pulling off her bra and cupping her breasts. "That's nice," she said, leaning 
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her head back and closing her eyes. He moved further down, undoing her 
pants and sliding her thong down taut brown legs. 

Her eyes popped open when she felt Rick's tongue probing her clit. 
"Oooh," she moaned, falling back onto the bed. Rick followed, tongue 
relentless in 1ts explorations. His hands roamed over her torso, his long 
fingers just brushing her nipples as they moved. Edie could feel herself 
moving towards an explosive orgasm when he stopped. 

"What?" she said, but his tongue had moved elsewhere. He bit her nipple 
gently, making it spring erect. As he slid up to her mouth and they began 
kissing, Edie removed Rick's pants and underwear. His large prick pressed 
between them. She took it in her hands and started guiding him in. 

"Hang on," he whispered in her ear. Then he rolled off of her and flipped 
her onto her back. "Since you like unusual things..." 

Edie had no idea what he was about to do until he'd maneuvered her 
hips and fit his dick into her from behind. She lost track of what was 
happening after that, as he held onto her hips and thrust into her. 

They both came together, shuddering in the throes of their orgasms. 
Rick gently withdrew and spooned behind her, his cock softening. "We 
didn't even manage to get under the sheets," Rick murmured. 

"C'mon, then. We'll be ready for next time." They wriggled under the 
covers and resumed cuddling. Then the cuddling turned to something more 
active. They managed to fuck twice more before falling asleep. 

Edie woke with a start. She needed to get back home and into her real 
body. She got up and started dressing. 

"Going somewhere?" Rick asked. Edie hadn't even realized he was 
awake. 

"Yep, time to go home." She grabbed her car keys. "Thanks for the 
date." She flipped the covers back and gave his dick a quick kiss. "Same 
time next week?" 

"Uh," Rick said. 

"Great!" And with that, Edie swept out of the room, headed back home. 


Chapter 5 

Edie's experience with Rick livened up Halley's mid-week date with 
Greg. She found the two of them experimenting more in bed than before. 
Halley couldn't believe how well things were working out. 

By Edie's next Saturday date with Rick, he was starting to get into the 
swing of things. He took her to the local art museum, not normally a thrilling 
night out. But they would step into an alcove and Rick would slide behind 
Edie, then cup one of her boobs quickly before sliding away. The next 
time they were out of sight of other patrons, Edie slid a hand down Rick's 
pants and gave his cock a squeeze. They stepped into an elevator and as 
soon as the door closed they were kissing each other feverishly. 

They barely made it through dinner, with Edie sliding off her shoes and 
rubbing Rick's erection with her feet. They raced back to his apartment 
and spent the rest of the night fucking madly. That left Halley all day 
Sunday to lounge around and rebuild her energy for the week ahead. 

By now the whole business of making sure Edie had enough cash on 
hand was getting old. Edie needed a credit card. To do that, Halley needed 
to create a more solid identity for Edie. 

After thinking about this for a few days, she decided to start by getting 
Edie in the BEU computer system. Students were always getting offers for 
free credit cards. 

Halley wandered down to the university's tech services center during 
lunch. She wanted as few witnesses as possible to this little con game. She 
was in luck: there was only one student worker on duty. 

"Hey," she read his nametag, "Mark. I'm Dr. Jonquil. I need to ask a 
favor of you." 

"Uh huh?" He looked supremely bored. Bored was good. Bored meant 
he might not think too hard about Halley's gigantically enormous lie she 
was about to tell. 

"I've got an intern working for me this semester who's not a student 
here. But I'm having a hard time getting her access to the lab at night or 
authorization to make purchases because she's not in our system. Can you 
add her to the database?" 

The story sounded thin to her, but it was the best one she'd come up 
with so far. It must've sounded thin to the student as well. "You'll need 
authorization from your dean before I can do that," said Mark 

No, no, there was no way she was getting anyone she worked with 
involved in this. Especially given how closely Minott was watching her 
these days. "I know, but—" he's, uh, dead; he's deathly afraid of paperwork; 
he was in a terrible accident yesterday that crushed his fingers so he can't 
sign anything— "but he's away at a conference for two weeks, and I really 
want to get this taken care of today." 

Mark shook his head. "No authorization, no data entry. I could get in 
trouble for this." 








"Trouble?" Halley leaned forward. "For something this simple? You're 
just entering a record for someone who isn't even taking classes." She pulled 
her shoulders back a little. "If anyone is going to get in trouble, it'll be me, 
because the intern's working for me. I have to authorize her paychecks and 
any purchases she makes." Belatedly she realized that she'd positioned 
herself so that Mark could look down her shirt and then made sure to thrust 
her boobs forward. It was too late to pull back now. 

NES 

"I know it's not something you normally do, but I'd really appreciate 
it." She watched Mark struggle to keep his eyes off of her chest. 

"You can't tell anyone I did this." 

"Who would I tell?" said Halley. "Thanks so much." 

"Uh, sure. What's her information?" 

Five minutes later and Edie Hyde was listed in the student database. 
Halley left, lost in thought. Was Edie starting to have an effect on her? 
Halley had never tried using sex appeal to get something before, and here 
she went and flashed a student without shame. Given how well it had 
worked, maybe she should have tried this approach a long time ago. 

For the next several steps, Halley would need to be Edie. She normally 
went to the gym on Thursday mornings around 10:00. No one would miss 
her for several hours. 

Becoming Edie during the day and out in public—relatively in public, 
anyway—was a new experience that felt illicit and exciting. Halley slipped 
into one of the department's bathrooms, waited in a stall until it was empty, 
mixed up the tincture and downed it in one go. The pangs of transformation 
really weren't bad at all anymore. Edie pulled her clothes out of the backpack 
Halley had brought and changed into them. 

At the post office, Edie told the girl behind the counter, "I'm a new 
student this semester, and for some reason I didn't get assigned a box." 
Then it was on to student services, where twenty bucks and a story about 
losing her ID got her a new one. Mark wasn't in tech services, thank 
goodness, and one of the nice student workers there was more than happy 
to set up her network account and give Edie her login information. Ten 
more minutes filling out a credit card application and she was done. 

On her way out she nearly ran over a guy coming into the student center. 
"Hey!" Edie said. "Careful there!" The guy just held up his hands as if to 
say, "Not my fault,” and kept on going. 

Wasn't that Jamie from her orgo class? It was! And wonder of wonders, 
without his pet pre-med Nell in tow. He had a reputation for randiness, and 
girls fell at his feet, given his tousled good looks and mild bad-boy rep. 
She'd barely completed that thought than she was headed back into the 
student center, after Jamie. "Hey! Hey! Wait up a second!" 

Jamie turned back around. "Yeah?" he said. 

"I wanted to apologize,” Edie said. "I was a total bitch back there, and 
it's not like you'd even done anything." 


"No problem." He shrugged and started walking away. 

"No, really, I feel bad about it. You got someplace to be? Let me get 
you a coffee to make up for it." Edie put a hand on his bicep. "It'd make me 
feel so much better." 

Jamie was sizing her up, eyes caressing her curves. "I dunno, it wasn't 
that bad. Besides, I should go study or something." But he was leaning 
towards her, and made no move to go. 

Edie shrugged. "I'd really like to buy you that coffee, but I won't twist 
your arm." She turned and started walking. She counted silently to herself. 
Five. Four. Three. Two. 

"Hang on!" He had jogged to her side. "I'll take that coffee." 

"Excellent!" She stuck out her hand. "I'm Edie." 

"Jamie." 

Edie held his hand a little longer than was strictly polite. "I think I've 
seen you in Dr. Jonquil's orgo class," she said as they walked into the 
student union coffee bar. "What'll you have?" 

"A regular coffee. Are you in that class? I don't remember seeing you in 
1t." His face clearly showed that he wouldn't have overlooked her. 

"No, I work with Dr. Jonquil. I'm a lab assistant." She paid for their 
coffees and they made their way to a table. 

"You a grad student?" 

"Oh, God, no," Edie laughed. "No, just a student worker.” She leaned 
closer to him across the table. "What about you? Are you a pre-med?" 

"Yes. Figure I wouldn't mind being a doctor." He shifted in his seat, 
looking a little uncomfortable. "You pre-med?" 

"No, I'm a chemistry major." Edie slid her chair closer to Jamie. "I took 
orgo last year. Didn't really like the class, but Dr. Jonquil was pretty good." 

Jamie shrugged. "Jonquil's not that good." 

Edie filed that little comment away for later and scootched even closer. 
"You should've taken one of the other orgo classes." 

"This was the only one that fit my schedule." 

"Aha." Edie finished off her coffee and stood up. "So which dorm are 
you in?" 

Jamie stood up as well. "I'm over in Downs. Why?" 

Edie leaned in and projected as much sex appeal as possible. "I don't 
normally do this—never mind." 

"What?" Jamie had leaned in closer as well. 

Edie shook her head. "No, never mind. Thanks for sharing coffee with 
me." 

"No, really, what were you going to say?" Jamie asked. 

"I...well, I was going to ask you to show me your room. See? Stupid 
idea. Forget I asked." Edie started walking away. 

"Edie!" Edie stopped. "Uh, sure, c'mon, my room's not too far from 
here." 
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Ten minutes later they were fucking like they had something to prove. 
An hour later Edie walked into a chem building bathroom and came out as 
Halley. 

Friday Halley watched Jamie in class. He seemed distracted, and Nell 
was obviously pissed with him. Halley smiled as the two of them walked 
out of class, bickering as they went. 

That night, after a movie and an even-better-than-normal round of sex, 
Greg and Halley lay on her bed. "Not bad for an old dating couple," said 
Greg. 

"No kidding," said Halley, limp from her multiple orgasms. 

"I don't know if you've been eating your Wheaties or what, but lately 
you've been a tiger in bed." 

"And I wasn't before?" Halley said. 

"No! I mean, yes!" Greg said. "Oh, you know what I mean. You're even 
more tiger-ry now." 

"Tiger-ry? You English types can invent words when you feel like it, 
huh?" 

"Hush." He snuggled up close to her. "Don't forget that I'm gone to a 
conference next week." 

"All next week?" Halley asked. 

"Yes," said Greg. "Don't sound so gleeful." 

"I'm not!" Despite her assurances, she kept thinking of what she could 
do given a whole week of free nights. 


Chapter 6 

The first thing Halley did was sign Edie up for a local sex-oriented 
mailing list. Rick wouldn't be available all of those nights, so she wanted 
to line up some encounters ahead of time. 

The second thing she did is get a cell phone for Edie. It was getting old, 
not being able to give people any contact information. 

The third thing she did is call Rick. "Hey, it's Edie. Listen, I can't make 
this Saturday," since Greg wasn't teaching class the Saturday before he 
left, "but what other nights are you free next week? I've got a lot of free 
time on my hands." 

"Let me check my calendar," he told her. She could hear him tapping 
on that PDA he always carried. "Looks like I'm free Tuesday or Thursday 
night." 

"Great! See you both nights!" Halley hung up before Rick could argue. 

Monday night Halley rushed home from BEU, drank a dose of tincture, 
threw on some workout clothes, and headed for Rick's gym. Edie knew 
Rick normally spent Monday nights exercising, and had checked his wallet 
one night to see which gym he frequented. 

Edie waltzed into the gym. ""Scuse me, miss," the muscle-bound goon 
at the door told her. "I'll need to see your membership ID." 

The workout clothes Edie had bought were as tight as she could stand. 
They showed every curve of her body. The stripes on the top emphasized 
her boobs. She planned on using all of this to her advantage. "This is my 
first time here," she told the bouncer. "Would it be okay if I tried out the 
machines? My boyfriend goes here, and he said he'd show me the ropes." 
She looked over where the weight machines and free weights were. Sure 
enough, there was Rick, currently in the midst of doing some sort of pulling- 
weights-down exercise. "There he is!" 

"I dunno," the bouncer said. 

"Thanks!" Edie called, striding towards Rick. She didn't look back; she 
knew the bouncer was going to let her go. 

Rick was muttering his rep count under his breath when she slid onto 
the bench behind him and ran her hands over his pecs. Startled, Rick almost 
let go of the bar. "Holy fuck!" 

"I couldn't wait until Tuesday," Edie told Rick. "Besides, I've been 
meaning to start lifting weights. Do you think you could show me how?" 

Rick stood up and glared at her, hands on his hips. "You better not be 
up to your tricks, not here." 

Edie put one hand over her heart, mashing her boob so that it mounded 
up a little at her outfit's neck. "I just want you to show me some basic 
exercises. Honest." 

"Okay. Let's start with lat pull downs." Edie slid forward on the bench. 
Rick adjusted the weight and pulled the bar down to where Edie could 
grab it. "Pull it slowly to your chest. Arch your back a little as the bar 
reaches your chest." 

Edie did as she was told, pushing her tits forward and pulling her 
shoulder blades back. She got the bar down to her chest and held it there. 
Rick didn't say anything. "Can I let this go up now or what?" Edie asked. 
She looked sideways at Rick, who was staring at her, evidently lost in 
thought. 

"Huh? Oh, geez, yeah, do that. Then repeat several times." 








Next were some shoulder exercises, which, according to Rick, were 
military presses and lateral raises. The weights Rick was using were a lot 
bigger than Edie's, but his heart didn't seem to be in it. 

Then it was time for some bench presses. "Am I doing this right?" Edie 
asked. 

"Don't arch your back too much." 

"Here, feel my arms. Make sure I'm doing this right." 

Rick moved over to Edie, his eyes darting around, never quite resting 
on Edie. Edie lifted her weights, feeling Rick's hands on her biceps. One of 
his hands slipped down, grazing her chest. She looked at him. No wonder 
he didn't want to look at her! His incipient erection could be seen from the 
front of the gym, his shorts were so tight! 

"I don't think I'm doing this right," Edie said, standing up. "Show me 
how you do it." 

Rick obligingly racked a bunch of weight on the bar, lay down on the 
bench, and started going through his reps. "Oh, I see," said Edie. She put 
one hand on Rick's bicep, the other on his pec. "That's what it should feel 
like." His erection was creeping towards the top of his shorts. 

Rick dropped the bar and sat up. "I can't— you shouldn't—dammit! Come 
with me!" He grabbed Edie's hand and marched her towards the bathrooms, 
away from the other weightlifters. He pushed open a small door next to the 
bathrooms and dragged Edie in. 

It was a cupboard full of bathroom supplies. He let the door swing 
closed and clicked on the bare incandescent bulb above them. "I wanted to 
exercise!" he whispered. 

"I can see what muscle needs working out," Edie said, putting one hand 
on Rick's boner. The head of his penis had worked its way out of his shorts. 
"How do you exercise in these? Do you never get an erection when you're 
working out? With these big muscles," she rubbed his arms and shoulders, 
"I'd think you'd be turned on all the time." 

Rick stayed quiet, his face reddening, then he bent down and kissed her 
roughly. They stripped out of their tight clothes. Rick sat down on an 
overturned bucket and sat Edie down on his lap, astride his prick. 

Afterwards they sat there, holding each other, their sweat drying. "I 
can't believe you did this," Rick whispered, but he didn't sound mad any 
more. 

"I told you I couldn't wait to see you." Edie played with a lock of Rick's 
hair. "The thought of you squeezed into Lycra was more than I could stand." 

"I just about jumped out of my skin when I saw you in your outfit," 
Rick said. "Half of me was angry that you'd come. The other half wanted 
to fuck you immediately." 

"I'm sorry you were mad," Edie said. "Listen, let's creep out of here. 
Now that you fit in your shorts again you can go back to exercising. I'll see 
you Thursday night." 

"Not tomorrow?" Rick asked, smiling. 

"TI give you a break." She stood up, then kneeled in front of him. 
"Though I think you need a parting gift." She took his flaccid penis and 
started sucking on it, running her tongue along it in a corkscrew. Rick 
leaned back, a look of bliss on his face. Edie worked Rick's cock to full 
tumescence, then further until it spurted into Edie's mouth. Swallowing 
wasn't too bad now that she was used to it. 





Edie contented herself with driving to Halley's apartment and pulling 
out one of the vibrators Halley had recently bought, a clit stimulator. Edie 
had a pleasant four hours vibrating her way into greater and greater orgasms. 
She was so exhausted afterwards that she fell into a deep sleep, dreaming 
of a parade of cocks and orgasm after orgasm. When the alarm woke her 
up on Tuesday morning, she realized she'd neglected to change back. A 
dose of tincture fixed that before Halley headed into class. 

Tuesday night she planned on going to one of the student hang-outs and 
seeing who she could pick up. Halley ate quickly and then drank her 
medicine. When Edie started getting dressed, she ran into a problem: her 
clothes didn't quite fit: Her thong was tight around her hips, and boob flesh 
mounded around her bra cups. 

Edie stripped off her underwear and pulled out Halley's cloth tape 
measure. She was bigger than before. She was easily a B-cup now, and 
she'd gained an inch of bra band and a half-inch in her hips. She'd have to 
buy some new underwear tonight. 

When she finished dressing, she found that her new jacket didn't quite 
fit right. On a hunch she measured her height. She'd gained an inch in 
height as well. Interesting. 

Edie felt like she was beginning to be on a first-name basis with all of 
the clerks at the clothes store. She bought some new underwear and another 
outfit, all on her new credit card. Then it was on to a campus bar that she 
knew was always crowded. 

Tonight did not disappoint. The bar was full of students jostling each 
other as they milled around. Ah, the joys of college life, when you could 
go out every night and not worry about the consequences. Edie pushed her 
way inside and surveyed the crowd. There were three guys sitting at a table 
in one corner, a pitcher of beer in the middle of the table. One of the guys, 
the tall one, was really cute. She couldn't wait to see how their group 
dynamic was. 

"Mind if I join you?" she asked the tall one. She didn't wait for an 
answer, sliding onto the bench next to the slightly dumpy one. "It's packed 
in here." She shrugged out of her jacket. "I'm Edie, by the way. Edie Hyde." 

The three guys glanced at each other. "I'm Henry Alson," the tall one 
said. "He's Ken, and the guy with the long face over there is Leandro." 

"Henry, Leandro, Ken." Edie nodded to each of them in turn. She grabbed 
a cup and helped herself to some of the beer. "Hanging out on a slow 
Tuesday night?" 

"Yeah, killing time," Henry said. The other two seemed content to follow 
his lead. Edie was sure she could maneuver Henry away from the others 
easily by flirting with him directly, but where was the fun in that? 

Edie turned to Ken, the dumpy one. "You look familiar. Have I seen 
you around the chemistry building?" 

"Me?" Ken didn't look like he'd expected Edie to talk to him. He rested 
his arms on the table and leaned forward. "I dunno. Maybe." 


"You a chemistry major? That's my major." Edie reached for her glass 
and made sure to brush Ken's arm in the process. 

Ken looked at her chest, then guiltily up at her face. These larger tits 
were coming in handy. "No, I'm in comp sci." 

"He thinks he's going to be the next Bill Gates or something," Henry 
said. "Me, I'm getting a business degree." 

"Computer science?" Edie asked Ken, ignoring Henry. "Are you doing 
research with anyone?" 

"Tell her about your autonomous agents," Leandro said. He had leaned 
back, watching the interplay between her, Ken and Henry. 

"Oh, those are cool!" Ken tamped down his enthusiasm. He took off his 
glasses and polished them on his shirt. "I mean, if you're into that sort of 
thing." 

Edie laughed. "I'm a nerd at heart. Of course I'm into that sort of thing!" 

"You sure don't look like a nerd," Henry said, louder than necessary. 

"What kind of agents are you working on? Is this with Dr. Oman?" 

Ken had a lot to say about his project. It wasn't all that interesting, but 
it was fun watching Henry grow increasingly desperate to get her attention. 
Leandro kept his comments to a minimum, occasionally saying something 
to keep Ken's and Edie's conversation going or to derail Henry. 

Ken's spiel wound down. "Bathroom, then more beer," Leandro declared. 

Edie pulled some bills from her purse. "I'll get the next pitcher. It seems 
only fair." The others shrugged. 

Edie followed Leandro away from the table. He turned to go to the 
bathrooms. Edie grabbed his arm. "I've been watching you across the table." 

"Really? It seemed like you were more interested in Ken." 

"Ken's okay, and his research really is interesting. He can't hold a candle 
to you, physically." She kissed Leandro, leaning into it, then pulling away. 
"I'm going to go buy the beer." That should get things stewing nicely, Edie 
thought, picking up the new pitcher and moving through the crowds. 

"You've not done much chemistry work, have you?" Edie asked Ken, 
sitting close to him. His thigh was hot next to her. She described some of 
Halley's research to a rapt Ken. Leandro, when he returned, was doing a 
slow burn across the table. Now his interjections were crueler to Ken. Henry 
had no idea why Edie wasn't hanging on his every word. Ken was oblivious 
to everything but the science. It was perfect. 

"Guys, I've got to go work on my project," Ken told them all, standing 
up. "It was great meeting you, Edie!" He had a sudden idea. "You should 
come see those agents I'm working on. Room 317 in Hillyard." 

"That's a great idea! I'll give you a call this week." 

"Not like they're interesting," muttered Henry. Leandro glared at Ken. 

"Okay!" said Ken. 

"I'd better go, too," Henry said. He slapped money on the table to pay 
for the beer. "Total bust of a night. I'm going back to my room," he told 
Leandro. 
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Leandro waited for Henry to move out of earshot. "What the hell was 
that about?" 

Edie didn't wait for more. She slid over and draped her arms over 
Leandro. "I thought they'd never leave." She kissed him, enjoying his look 
of outrage and lust. 

"It wasn't like you were chasing Ken away," he said. 

"If I hadn't been talking to him, Henry would never have gone," she 
whispered into his ear, nibbling the earlobe. "This worked out perfectly. 
Ken got to talk about his pet obsession, Henry got taken down a peg, and 
you got me. Let's go." Under the table, she draped a hand across his crotch. 
"Do you need me to walk in front of you?" 

Outside Edie slipped her hand into Leandro's pocket. "Let's visit your 
room." 

He was a competent enough lover. His anger had turned into passion, 
which in turn fueled their fucking. Edie felt as if she could do this all night, 
moving from orgasm to orgasm. 

Leandro wasn't up to the challenge. After their second bout of 
lovemaking he collapsed back into his bed. "That wore me out." 

"It was good for me too, thanks." Edie got up and gathered her clothes. 

"I didn't say it wasn't good. Hey, where are you going?" Leandro turned 
on his side to watch Edie dress. 

"Class tomorrow. I'll see you around." 

"That's it? You're in, you're out, you're gone?" Leandro was getting 
angry again. He needed to calm down, or he'd have a stroke before he was 
forty. 

"Looks that way." Edie made sure she had everything she'd brought. 

"You fucking cunt," Leandro growled. "You can't just walk away." He 
stood up, fists so tight Edie expected to see blood coming from them. 

"I can, I will, and unless you sit your bony ass back down I'll be yelling 
rape and abuse and you'll be done for." 

"Slut!" Leandro shouted, but he made no move to stop Edie. 

That had been fun, more so than she had expected. And him getting so 
angry at the end? Bonus. In the dorm lobby she consulted a directory. She 
leafed through the pages until she found the name she was looking for. 

Henry looked surprised to see her when he opened his door. "Good, 
you're home. God, I can't believe you left me there with Ken." She pushed 
past Henry and tossed her jacket over a chair. "And Leandro just sitting 
there, watching it all. Your roommate in?" 

"I don't have a roommate." Henry shook his head. "Is this some kind of 
joke? You ignore me all night, then show up here?" 

Edie molded her body to Henry's. "This feel like a joke?" she asked. 
His arms circled her waist. "It feels more like an opportunity to me." 

Henry was more straightforward than Leandro in his fucking. Limited 
foreplay, straight-up sex. Still, not bad for a second course. He was also a 


lot more gracious than Leandro had been when Edie made her apologies 
and headed out, fizzing with sexual energy. 

Luckily Dr. Jonquil's swipe card gave Edie access to the computer 
science building. She padded up the staircase and hunted down room 317. 
Sure enough, Ken was hard at work in front of a glowing monitor. "Hey, 
Ken," she said. Ken jumped. "Thought I'd see those agents you were telling 
me about." 

"I didn't expect you to be here tonight." He pressed a bunch of keys. 
The monitor screen changed, but not before Edie got a glimpse of a naked 
women lolling on a bed. Ken was fulfilling every aspect of his stereotype. 
Maybe after tonight he wouldn't need those pictures. "I'm not really ready 
to show you anything." 

Edie moved behind his chair. "That's okay. I can see those later.” She 
put her hands down his shirt and pulled them back out, scraping his skin 
with her nails. "Right now I wanted to see you." 

"Me?" 

"You." Edie left Ken to lock the room's door. "I hope you have some 
time to spare." 

Ken was the most inexperienced of the three, but he had an intensity 
and an earnestness that made up for it. He was willing to let Edie guide 
him, and when she said things like, "Oooh, that feels good," he knew enough 
to redouble his efforts. 

Three! Three guys in one night, without even exerting herself! Edie 
couldn't believe how easy 1t had been. She wished she could be around 
when the three friends started talking about her. Idly she wondered if their 
friendship would survive their encounters with her. 
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Chapter 7 

Halley could barely focus on Wednesday's class. She was still ecstatic 
about how well last night had gone. Lost in reverie, she didn't even realize 
Ted Minott had slipped into the back of her class until near the end. She 
tried her best to focus after that. 

"Halley?" Minott intercepted her before she could flee. "That was not 
one of your better classes." 

Damn. "I know; I'm sorry," Halley mumbled. He made her feel like a 
stupid kindergartner being lectured to by her principal. She tried to capture 
some of Edie's supreme self-confidence. It eluded her this morning. 

Ted frowned. "In fact, from what I've been hearing, you've had a lot of 
not-very-good classes lately." 

"Thaven't felt well," Halley told him. "It's thrown off my prep schedule." 

"You have looked a little...stretched thin, really," Ted said. 

"T think Tm on the mend. By next week I should be fine." 

"Good, good." He walked out of the classroom, then turned back around, 
facing her through the doorway. "And your research?" 

Double damn. "I'm making steady progress. Li's work especially is 
promising." 

"Good. I'd like to see how she's doing. Have her give a talk soon for our 
student colloquium." 

Just what she needed. One more thing to worry about. Later. She'd deal 
with 1t later. 

Tonight Edie was going to see 1f her mailing list subscription was going 
to pay off. After sifting through tons of crap, she'd found a polite request 
for a woman to join a couple in a threesome. Why not? It wasn't as if 
Halley would get in trouble for this. She'd sent a picture and her vital stats, 
and the couple had agreed to give the arrangement a try. 

Edie drove up to the couple's house. She was nervous for the first time 
since her initial foray into The Green Room. The doorbell echoed through 
the house. A petite woman opened the door. She was shorter than Edie 
was. "Hi, you must be Ms. Hyde. Come in. I'm Pin. Kyan is in the bedroom." 

"Hi," Edie said. Their home had a mixture of Oriental and Occidental 
furnishings. One print in particular, some five feet tall, caught Edie's eye. 
In it, boats filled a river, mist obscuring many details except for the mountain 
that thrust above it. "This is beautiful." 

"Thank you. A present from a dear friend.” Pin smiled, her delicate 
features crinkling. She led Edie back to a large bedroom. Kyan was seated 
on the bed, wearing a loose white cotton shirt. Kyan was gangly, with a 
shock of red hair above his thin face. Together Pin and Kyan made an 
interestingly-mismatched pair. 

"Hello, Edie," said Kyan. 

"Hi." Edie stood, playing with the zipper of her jacket. "So." 

"This is your first time, yes?" Pin asked. 


"Mmm-hmm." 

"Don't be nervous,” said Kyan. "We'll go slow." 

They started slow, with the three of them taking their time undressing 
each other, but quickly picked up steam. Soon Kyan had Pin impaled on 
his prick, while Edie was above them both, one finger in Kyan's ass at his 
insistence, fingering his prostate. 

Then it was Edie's turn, with Kyan eating her out while Pin gave Kyan 
a blowjob. After that, while Kyan recovered, Pin and Edie moved into a 69 
position, with Kyan stroking them both. 

That was before the candles came out. 

And the silk bonds. 

And the other sex toys. 

Edie lost track of all the things they tried. Her nervousness and any 
inhibitions she might have felt vanished in the heat of their coupling. She 
had enjoyed the different combinations two bodies could make; with three, 
the possibilities were much greater. By the end of the night she was worn 
out, something she had never felt before. Even her great reserves of energy 
were gone, replaced by a gentle lassitude. 

"Dear heart," Pin told her, "you may have been new at this, but you 
caught on quickly." Kyan just nodded, draped across the bed, nearly unable 
to move. 

"That...that was wonderful." 

"Yes indeed. You're welcome to stay the night if you'd like, or you may 
freshen up and head home." 

Edie thought about it. "I'd love to stay, but I have to be up early 
tomorrow." 

While she was showering, Kyan called to her, "We have a group sex 
night every month or so. You should try to come to one. You took to this so 
well, I bet you'd be a natural." 

"Thanks!" Edie said, rinsing the soap off of her body. 

Chalk one up for the mailing list. Edie barely had the willpower to 
make it home and change back into Halley before collapsing into bed. She 
slept through her normal morning meeting with Li and Gary, and had to 
apologize profusely to them when she did finally make it in to the university. 

Halley took off early so she could go home and nap before Edie's date 
with Rick. He'd picked out a movie for them to see. It turned out his taste 
in movies was similar to Greg's: all explosions and action. Edie became 
bored with the movie early on and instead worked on distracting Rick. She 
would pass him the popcorn, "accidentally" rubbing his crotch. She would 
stroke his thigh, scratching just enough to make it hurt a little as she moved 
towards his inner thigh. She made Rick drape his arm around her, then 
nestled close to him so she could reach his fingers and suck on them. 

"Did you watch any of the movie?" Rick asked her as they walked to 
his car. 








"No. Should I have?" Edie batted her eyelashes at him. "I was keeping 
myself entertained." 

"I could barely pay attention to the movie," Rick grumbled. "When you 
put your hand in my pocket and started stroking me—" 

"That was good, wasn't it?" Edie turned a pirouette as they reached his 
car. 

"You're in rare form tonight, even for you." He started the car. "In fact, 
you seem different." 

"Different how?" 

Rick scratched his chin. "I'm not sure. Like you're even more you than 
normal. If that makes sense. You're fuller, more energetic.” He roared onto 
the freeway, his car's engine growling. 

"I'll show you fuller.” She undid her seatbelt and bent over him. 

"You aren't going to do what I think you're going to do." The zip of his 
fly answered his question. "No. No way. You'll kill us!" 

"You drive the car, and I'll drive your stick." 

Somehow they made it back to his apartment in one piece, though at his 
release Rick had nearly swerved across three lanes of traffic. "I'm afraid 
I've made a mess of things," she told Rick. "Those pants will need dry 
cleaning now." 

"If you're going to be such a naughty girl, I'll have to spank you." He 
didn't let Edie get out of the car. Instead, he pulled her out and threw her 
over his shoulder. 

"Put me down! You brute! You brute!" She drummed her fists on his 
back in mock-terror. 

"Thog want woman in cave," Rick grunted. 

Rick must have been reading some magazines, because he had several 
new positions for them to try. While she didn't reach the peak of excitement 
she had last night, she had plenty of fun. She caught the last bus back to 
BEU, where Halley's car was waiting for her. 

Friday passed in a daze. Halley was tired, bone-tired, and her cunt was 
sore. All of her was sore, really. When she got home that night she abandoned 
all thought of going out as Edie. Instead she ordered a pizza and watched 
TV until going to bed and passing out. 

Halley's dreams were the most erotic she'd ever had. In one, Rick lay on 
top of her, his breath loud in her ears. He began to shrink, his dick growing 
in her, growing and growing, pushing her cunt apart, driving her crazy 
with sensation. In another, she and Greg were kissing when she began to 
fill up with sexual energy, throwing out sparks that made Greg's hair stand 
on end and were like mini-orgasms. 

Halley muzzily floated out of sleep and into wakefulness. The morning 
sun was shining into her room. She'd kicked her covers off the bed. With a 
groan she rolled over and sat up. 


She wasn't herself. She was Edie. And she felt like she was pushing 
against the inside of her skin, like she might blow up like a balloon. Edie 
was so goddamned horny. Her clitoris was screaming for attention. 

Edie had to change back. This wasn't right. She stumbled towards the 
door, passing her bedroom mirror. Edie stopped short. She was larger than 
before. Her breasts pushed out against her nightshirt. They were larger 
than Halley's now, and looked oversized against her small frame. Her 
muscles were more toned, and her ass looked larger. 

Oh shit. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit, this wasn't good. This wasn't good at 
all. Edie ran to her lab and mixed up a dose of tincture. It slid down her 
throat, cold and heavy. She didn't even notice any pain as she transformed, 
her tits shrinking as she grew a few inches in height. 

Halley hadn't given much thought to Edie's first small growth spurt. 
She'd been too busy enjoying living. Now, though, she couldn't ignore it. 

Why was Edie growing? The answer came to her in a flash: for the 
same reason Edie had initially been so much smaller than Halley. Edie was 
her libido given free reign. At first Edie had been shorter because of how 
little Halley had exercised her libido. Halley had given Edie a lot of control 
lately, and even when Halley was in ascendence she had been having more 
sex with Greg than ever before. 

The more she indulged in her wildest sexual fantasies, the stronger 
Edie got. The stronger Edie got, the bigger she became. The trade-off was 
that Halley would probably shrink in response. The personality that had 
originally been in control would become secondary. 

No more. Halley had to stop using the tincture as of right now. This had 
gone beyond what she was expecting, and far beyond what she was 
comfortable with. It was one thing when Ms. Hyde was separate, someone 
she could summon forth and banish at will. Now that Edie had appeared 
when she hadn't been called, and was noticeably bigger than before.... 

Li was working hard on the tincture's composition, and Gary was 
researching possible physiological causes behind Halley's changes, even 
1f neither of them knew exactly what they were researching. They'd find 
out more, and Halley would be able to adjust the formula to give her greater 
control. She'd pitch in at the lab. She could spend her free time doing 
research instead of being Edie. 

Surely they'd find out more soon. 
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Chapter 8 

Over the next several months Halley stuck to her resolution. Even as 
sex with Greg settled back into a more staid routine, she didn't take any 
tincture. 

Li's colloquium talk went well. Even Ted seemed mollified by the 
progress Jonquil's research group was making. Neither Li nor Gary had 
pinned down the tincture's mechanism, but they were getting enough 
tantalizing hints of what secrets it might contain that both were excited. 
Halley worked hours into the night several times a week, crunching their 
data and making sure their models were correct. 

Halley turned off Edie's cell phone. She left all of Edie's email unread, 
deleting new messages as they came in. Eventually everyone stopped trying 
to email her, though Ken persisted the longest. Halley could tell that his 
emails were growing more desperate just from the subject line. But Halley 
was strong, never reading a one. 

She even watched Jamie and Nell gradually reconcile. Halley was sure 
Jamie had never told Nell about Edie, but with Edie out of the picture, her 
hold on Jamie dissipated like smoke in a breeze. Soon they were back to 
flirting before and after class. 

The final straw was finding them making out in the back of the room 
before class one day. "I know the two of you have perfectly serviceable 
dorm rooms," Halley said in her iciest voice. "Try using those next time 
instead of my classroom." 

"Sorry, Dr. Jonquil," Nell said, eyes wide with fear, but Jamie snorted 
and rolled his eyes. That arrogant prick! He thought he was God's gift to 
women. Well, Edie could have taken care of that. 

But there was no more Edie. Not right now, anyway. 

Edie or no Edie, Halley was so angry she was nearly vibrating in front 
of the class. She raced through the lesson, ignoring Jamie and Nell. She let 
the class go ten minutes early. 

Peter stopped on his way out. "You feeling okay?" he said with a laugh. 
"You never let us out early." 

Halley waved her hand. "I'm fine." But she wasn't. Months of pent-up 
desire mixed with today's anger were racing through her. She felt as if she 
could cheerfully beat Jamie to a pulp. 

Back home, she walked through the operating theatre to her lab. Her 
original tincture sat there, mocking her. Just one dose. It had been months. 
What had happened to her the last time was a fluke, something that hadn't 
happened again. If she left enough time in between doses, she should be 
fine. She could summon Edie, have her night of fun, and then be done with 
her until the next time. 

Her hands were shaking as she dropped the necessary salt into the 
tincture. Impatiently she watched it go from red to purple to the familiar 
green. She swallowed it. 


It was like eating a bucket full of gunpowder and then having a cigarette. 
Her breasts swelled forward even as she shrunk in height. So much energy 
coursed through her that she felt like she must be glowing. She had never 
felt this strong, this energetic before. 

Edie was back. 

And Edie was horny. 

It was almost like being in pain. Every nerve fiber was jangling, and all 
she could think about was getting release. 

Rick? Sure, he'd be a good start, but she was going to need more than 
even his plump cock could provide. Random strangers? Seducing them 
took time. She needed fucking, and she needed a lot of it. 

Memory rode to her rescue. Pin and Kyan. Had Halley deleted their 
emails? She better not have, the bitch. No! There they were, tucked away 
in Edie's account. She dialed their number. 

"My dear!" Pin said, voice scratchy over the phone line. "We thought 
you were angry at us, never calling us. You weren't? I'm glad to hear it. 
Yes? What's that? Yes, we certainly could get together with you, but I have 
an idea you might like better. Remember those little group get-togethers 
we were telling you about?" 

The "little get-together" took place in a sprawling house in a non-descript 
suburb. Inside nearly thirty people were crammed into the living room, 
including Kyan and Pin. Edie waved at them. 

"Wonderful to see you again!" Kyan said. "You're the very picture of 
health." 

"We're so glad you got back in touch with us," said Pin. "I think you'll 
like tonight." 

A man standing in front of the fireplace cleared his throat. The hubbub 
gradually died out. "Friends, newcomers, welcome and thank you for 
coming. Most of you know me, but for those who don't, I'm Barry. No last 
names here, please, since some of our members value a certain bit of privacy. 
I assure you, it's the last bit of modesty you'll see tonight." 

When the chuckles had died down, Barry continued. "It's also the first 
of a handful of rules we ask you to follow. Do what you like with each 
other, as long as it's consensual. Make sure to mix and mingle as much as 
you feel comfortable doing. And please try not to break anything." More 
laughter. 

"To start with, I'd like you to pair up with someone, preferably someone 
you've never been with before. Don't worry, though: there'll be time later 
for different combinations. Think of this as our ice breaker. Go ahead; 
everyone pair up!" 

Edie must have been broadcasting her horniness on all frequencies, 
because at least four guys stepped towards her. She caught Kyan's eye. He 
just grinned and grinned, watching the men swarming towards her. The 
man in the lead glared at the others until they retreated. "I'm Darren," he 
said. "First time?" 








Yes Mm Edie. 

"Well, come on. Since you're new we'll use one of the cubbies." He 
took Edie's hand and led her forward. Not the most patient fellow she'd 
ever met. They entered a room that had been subdivided into individual 
cells by black velvet curtains. Each cell had a pallet on the floor. Darren 
took her to the rear-most cubby and pulled a curtain across the opening. 

"Now don't be nervous," he said, but before he could say more Edie 
was undressing him, clothes flying. His erection was so hard it barely moved 
when she yanked his underpants down. 

"I guess you're not nervous.” Darren talked too much. To shut him up, 
Edie kissed him, driving her tongue deep into his throat. 

Their coupling was quick and hard. Darren didn't take long to come. He 
kindly fingered her clit until she finally came in long, shuddering waves. 

The tension in Edie's muscles faded with her orgasm. Her feeling of 
horniness didn't. If anything, it swelled within her. She lay on the pallet, 
the energy building within her. 

Her nipples were on fire, jutting out into the cool air. She could feel 
herself pushing out, out, her skin holding her back...and her breasts swelled. 

Not much, but she could tell they were larger. 

Edie lifted Darren's now-limp cock. "And now?" 

"Wow." Darren seemed a little out of it. "That was amazing. Wow." He 
looked tired, drained. 

"Darren. What now?" 

"Now you can pick someone else, or group up with several people." 
Darren shook his head. "I may just go nap for a bit. That wore me out." 

Edie shrugged and left Darren lolling on the pallet. There were several 
people in the main room. A couple was banging away on the couch, 
surprising Edie. One of the men who had originally approached her was 
standing next to the wet bar. He nodded at her. The drumbeat of her need 
was loud in her ears. 

"You free?" Edie asked him. 

"That didn't take you long," he told her. 

"Perhaps you'll last longer, then." She held out her hand. "I'm Edie." 

"Charmed." He lifted her hand to his lips. Edie nearly burst into gigeles. 
"I am Javier." 

"Since I'm new here, I'll let you lead." Javier nodded and took her to 
another room that had been divided into cubbies. 

He was more willing than Darren had been to try a little foreplay, but 
Edie's urges wouldn't let her enjoy that for long. She soon had Javier on the 
pallet as she rode up and down on his pole. 

Edie's orgasm was more intense than last time. She bit her lip hard in 
the heat of the moment, the tang of blood filling her mouth. The energy 
inside her kept building past her orgasm. She was almost surprised that 
electricity wasn't leaping between her nipples. 

Her growing nipples? 


Sure enough, they had spread out a little. Then the pressure, as if a 
giant was squeezing each of her breasts. She watched more closely this 
time and saw their curve move out from her chest. Edie cupped them 
wonderingly. They were hot to the touch, and nearly filled her small hands. 

"That was wonderful," Javier said, blinking at her in the dim light. 
"You are a skilled and enthusiastic lover." 

"You were great, too." She rolled off of him. 

"I lasted longer than your first, but it was a difficult thing. You bring 
out the excitement in me." 

Edie leaned across his torso. Her horniness, temporarily sated, was 
growing once more. "Would you be interested in trying again?" 

"Later, perhaps. Right now I shall rest." He waved at the cubby entrance. 
"If you are ready again, do not let me keep you." 

She didn't. Back to the main room. Now there were two couples 
copulating, neither of them the couple from before. When Edie entered, 
everyone not currently occupied turned to look, then didn't look away. 
Edie basked in the attention. 

She picked a man leaning against a wall for her next partner. She could 
smell his excitement. The musk of it intoxicated her. Edie leaned in close. 
"You look like a fine strapping man." 

"Uh, yeah. Do you want to go back to a room?" 

"Do I look like I want to go back to a room?" She slid a hand down the 
front of his pants and began stroking the head of his dick. 

"I'm kind of a private guy, uh, lady?" he stammered. 

"Edie." Their kiss was long and passionate. It fueled her desire. "Why 
don't you try something new." His belt buckle was hard to undo, but she 
managed it. "What's your name?" 

"Nelson. I'm not sure about this.” But his breathing was faster and his 
eyes were dilated. 

"I am." His y-fronts went next. "Oh, my. Are you feeling okay? It looks 
like your cock may be a little swollen.” It was the biggest one she'd seen, 
rivaling Rick's. It was pulsing with the beat of Nelson's heart. "Here, help 
me with my pants. I know a nice dark place we can put it until it feels 
better." 

It felt great, actually, sliding into her, stretching her out. Edie thrust 
against Nelson, losing herself in the feeling of fucking. 

"Mind if I help out? I can hold these up." It was Kyan, a naked Kyan, 
pressing himself against her back, his dick hard against her buttocks. His 
arms wrapped around her, his hands cupping her boobs, supporting them. 

"Uh." Nelson looked both uncomfortable and lustful, a combination 
that Edie would have loved to study at greater length if she hadn't been so 
busy. "This is a little, uh, more than I was expecting." 

"You're more than I was expecting," Edie said. She reached up and 
pinned Nelson's wrists against the wall. "Hang on, you're going for the 
ride of your life." 
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"Ow! That hurts!" He twisted. "You're hurting my wrists." 

Edie was surprised to find that his pain made her pleasure even greater. She laughed. 
"You big sissy!" 

"Now, Edie, be gentle," Kyan murmured, stroking her breasts. 

"It won't be long," Edie replied, and sure enough, she could feel Nelson's penis 
swelling in anticipation of release. His whining turned to panting. Then he exploded 
into her right as she came. 

This orgasm was three times more intense than before. She went weak in the knees, 
barely staying upright. "What the—Edie, are your breasts swelling?" Kyan said. They 
were, pressing against his hands, swelling forward insistently. Her tits had started slowly, 
then picked up speed, stretching and filling, growing heavier. 

Edie pulled off of Nelson with a popping sound. Even as he was crumpling to the 
floor she had turned on Kyan. "You're too stiff, sir," she said before dropping to her 
knees and wrapping her lips around Kyan's penis. As she worked on it, she looked 
around the room. More people were gathering around them. "All these people looking, 
and so few people participating?" Hesitantly at first, then with more excitement the 
crowd closed in on Edie and Kyan. 

Things got hazy after that. Edie was at the center of a whirling storm of sexuality. 
Men and women alike were licking her, massaging her, stroking her, bringing her to 
orgasm. She was doing her best with any cock, breasts, lips, and cunts that might cross 
her path. 

At one point she lay back, cushioned by bodies, while a woman she'd never seen 
before ate her out. Edie's orgasm had been going for minutes, and she was holding her 
breasts, feeling them grow larger, like a water balloon attached to a leaky faucet, drip, 
drip, drip, each drop of water a gain in growth. She dug her fingernails into someone 
next to her, heard a male voice yelp in pain, and felt her boobs jump forward even 
faster. 

How long before she crawled out of the heap of bodies? Minutes? Days? Years? 
The fires of her desire had finally been banked. She was sore all over, scratched and 
bruised, but satisfied as she had never been before. It was like a religious experience 
for her. 

Here and there about the main room, people stirred. Some were slowly coupling, 
but most lay asleep or so drained they couldn't move. 

Edie found her shirt discarded to one side. She pulled it on, but it wouldn't go over 
her tits. Holy shit, her tits. She hadn't even thought about what had happened. They 
were huge, firm globes dangling from her torso. She could cradle them in her arms, 
like carrying two small sacks of groceries. There was no way her small shirt was going 
to fit over them. 

She stood up and fought a sudden attack of vertigo. She was taller than before. 
Between her change in height and shift in center of gravity, she was unsteady on her 
feet. Edie quickly gave up trying to find her clothes and settled for any clothes that 
would fit. Some stretch pants went over her enlarged ass and a loose shirt covered, but 
did not hide, her massive mammaries. 
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Edie drove home recklessly, her mind only half on her driving. What 
had happened? Why had she grown like this? 

She had to know how large she'd gotten. Back in Halley's apartment, 
Edie found Halley's cloth tape measure. She stripped off her stolen clothes 
and wrapped the tape measure around her chest. 41" around her bust, 34" 
for the band. Fuck, what cup size was that? This was into a whole new 
alphabetic realm she'd never had to know. Some more measurements showed 
that she was now several inches taller than Halley. 

This had been enough for one night. More than enough, in fact. The line 
between "enough" and "more than enough" was several miles behind her, 
and the line for "way too damn much" wasn't too far in front of her. She 
wentto Halley's lab and mixed up a dose of tincture. She swallowed it and 
waited. 

Nothing. 

She waited some more. 

Still nothing. 

Bloody hell. She was still Edie. Should she take a second dose? Would 
it kill her? She didn't have a choice. Edie mixed another dose and downed it. 

Her transformation back to Halley was more painful than her first 
transformation to Edie. It was as if her body didn't want to revert, as if her 
personality was getting used to being Edie. It left her curled up on the floor, 
shivering, slick with sweat. 

Never again. God help her, never again. Edie was gaining too much 
power. She wasn't growing slowly, or occasionally. Now every sexual 
encounter was fuelling Edie's growth, and Halley's well-being was going 
to be consumed in the process. 

But Halley couldn't leave it alone, not if she was going to keep her 
position at the university. She had to make sure Gary and Li continued 
researching the chemicals she discovered. That's what made their news the 
next day so bad. 

"Nothing, Dr. Jonquil," Li told her. "I thought I was on to something, 
but...." She spread her hands helplessly. 

Halley had been double-checking their progress, but hadn't realized that 
they were reaching a dead-end. No, that was a lie. She'd known for some 
time. She'd been denying it, telling herself that Greg and Li were smart, 
that they'd see something she had overlooked. But the warning signs had 
been there for weeks. 

She had to face the music now. Halley turned to Greg. "And you're not 
finding anything?" 

"No. No physiological changes." No changes? Halley could tell Greg 
about physiological changes. She now was nearly an inch shorter than before, 
and thinner to boot. "Well—no. No changes." 

Halley leapt on Gary's pause. "Tell me." 

He blushed. "I feel stupid mentioning it, because it turned out to be 
nothing. That first sample of the salt you gave me looked promising, but it 


turned out to have some impurity I was never able to track down. When I 
dumped that stuff and ordered fresh, I couldn't reproduce what I thought 
I'd seen." 

"Thanks," Halley said. "Don't worry about it. We'll figure out a new 
path. Tomorrow." She fled to her office and sank into her chair. Her batch 
of salt had some impurity in it. Greg hadn't been able to discover what that 
impurity was. Halley hadn't done any better on her own. 

It was time to pull the plug on the entire experiment. 
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Chapter 9 


The feel of giant tits on her chest and a fire in her vagina told her she was Edie once 
more. 

She rolled out of bed, her boobs wobbling back and forth, rubbing against each 
other. It was the second time this week she'd woken up as Edie and not Halley. 

The routine had become familiar. She'd started keeping a dose of tincture ready to 
mix by the bed. She drank it and slumped back against the pillows as she dwindled. 

She'd had a month without problems after her orgy. Then one night she'd woken up, 
stood to go to the bathroom, and fallen over, pulled down by her boobs. Two weeks 
later it had happened again. Then again, and again. Her supply of tincture was dwindling, 
her unique supply of salt becoming depleted. Every day she felt more hollow. Her 
flesh was starting to hang loose on her frame. 

"You're looking so tired these days," Greg told her. "Is that Minott pushing you?" 

"Yes. No. I don't know." Tears were slowly wending their way down her cheeks. 
She refused to break down in front of Greg. 

"Hey, hey, it's okay, it's okay." Greg moved to her side of the table and wrapped her 
in a hug. "C'mon, it's okay." 

"Yeah, sure." She sniffed, salt water going up her nose. "I'm just out of sorts right 
now. I'm sure this will pass." 

"You need an easy night. I rented My Fair Lady for you. We can snuggle on the 
couch until we fall asleep." Greg laughed. "With this movie it won't take long." 

"Meanie," Halley said. Greg was right: he was asleep before the first act was even 
over. Halley didn't last much longer, given last night's interrupted sleep. 

She blinked muzzily. It was dark in the living room. Greg's arms were intertwined 
with hers. He had one hell of a boner. She shifted and felt how adducted her arms were, 
how tight her clothes were. She could barely breathe. 

She was Edie. And it would be so easy to turn over and take Greg, pin him to the 
couch and ride him until he broke. 

No! Halley shouted from somewhere deep within Edie. With a disgusted snort, 
Edie untangled herself from Greg. He nearly woke up, snorting in his sleep. Had he 
woken up, Edie wasn't sure she could have restrained herself. It had been so long, and 
Halley wouldn't let her have any fun whatsoever. 

Edie had mixed up the tincture when she heard Greg call, "Halley? Where are 
you?" She grimaced and drank the tincture as Greg stumbled into the lab. "Are you in 
here?" 

"Hey," she said in a voice that cracked, transitioning from Edie's husky contralto to 
Halley's thinner soprano. "I woke up and had a thought about my research, but it can 
wait for later. Let's go to bed." 

"Sure." Greg took her hand. "You're sweating! I think you may have the flu or 
something. Promise me you'll get a doctor's appointment tomorrow." 

"Okay," Halley lied. 

She sleepwalked through her day until her organic chem class. It was her favorite 
one, but it took all of her energy to focus on it. Halley ended the class with a pop quiz. 


She slumped at her lectern, watching them all write. E 





All except Nell and Jamie. They were busy flirting with each other. 
Serve them right if they flunked the test. She looked away, trying not to be 
too envious of Nell. 

Halley stretched her shoulders back and rolled her neck. The lack of 
sleep wasn't helping her physical condition any. Now she was feeling 
flushed. Maybe Greg had been right about the flu. 

Her chest hurt. She glanced down the front of her shirt and saw more 
flesh there than there had been five seconds ago. Oh no. No. No no no no 
no. Her bra was stretching forward, her shirt buttons starting to pull. Her 
pants were feeling tight as well. 

She couldn't stop it. Halley could feel herself becoming more aroused 
by the second. "Peter," she gasped, "collect the quizzes at the end of class. 
I'm not feeling well." The class stared at her as she ran out of the room. 

The hallway to her office had never been so long. With every step her 
boobs bounced more. The bra straps were cutting into her back, sides, and 
shoulders. Her movement was hampered by the tightness of her pants and 
shoes. Halley undid the top button of her pants as she half-ran, then reached 
behind her and unhooked her bra through her shirt. Her chest surged down 
and out, further stressing the fabric. Wrists jutted forward from her sleeves, 
and her pants were riding up as she gained height. 

She ducked into her office and shut the door before sinking to the floor, 
overcome with the feeling of change. She kicked off her shoes before either 
the bones of her feet broke or the shoes gave way. Her pants unzipped 
themselves, pulled apart by the pressure. She fumbled with shirt buttons, 
cleavage welling up as she undid them, the remaining buttons pulling further 
and further. The first button was relatively easy, but she was in a race that 
her tits were winning. The second was harder. The third had bra and breast 
flesh mounding up over it, and was the hardest. Then her shirt gaped open 
as her boobs reached Edie's mammoth proportions and stopped growing. 

Edie stood and stretched, as much as she could given her constraints. 
She was poured into Halley's clothes. The pants had to be rolled down her 
hips, and Halley's panties had to be excavated from Edie's more ample 
flesh. 

The air was cool on Edie's naked skin. For a moment she considered 
sauntering down the hallway au naturel. Then she sighed and decided to be 
a little more circumspect. Halley kept some sweats here for after her 
Tuesday-morning gym visits. On her they had been baggy. Edie would 
have to hope they fit. 

The sweatpants weren't too bad. She reveled in the feel of roughened 
cotton against her bare ass. The t-shirts she tried on were hopeless. They 
went over her head, got partway over her tits, and then ran out of material. 
Edie didn't even try on the sports bras. Fine, how about the sweatshirt? It 
was old and faded, and stretchy as all get-out. With a bit of tugging she 
could get it over her tits and down to her abdomen. There was a two-inch 
gap between pants and shirt, and without a bra her breasts shifted visibly 
under the sweatshirt. It would do. There were some thong sandals that she 


could wear if she walked carefully. The soles of her feet overhung the 
sandal's sides by a bit. 

Edie certainly wasn't staying here. If she was free for the morning, then 
she meant to have some fun. She grabbed Halley's purse from behind the 
desk and checked it to see how much cash she had available. 

"Halley?" The office door swung open. Dean Minott stood in the 
doorway. "We need to talk. I heard about class—oh, I'm sorry, I thought 
Halley was in here." 

"Nope, just one little lab assistant.” Not so little, but never mind. Ted's 
eyes darted around the room, every once in a while resting on her tits as 1f 
by accident. Edie pulled her shoulders back. Her tits wobbled invitingly. 
"She wasn't feeling very good." 

"So I heard." Minott cleared his throat. "I, ah, don't remember seeing 
you around the lab." 

"I'm very part time," Edie said. She moved around the desk and closed 
the distance between her and the dean. "You're a dean, right? I'm Edie 
Hyde." She stuck out her hand, taking the opportunity to step even closer. 

"Ted Minott, and yes, I am the dean of academic research." He moved 
back a little. 

"You want me to take a message for Dr. Jonquil?" Edie shifted closer 
again. 

Beads of sweat were forming on Minott's head. "No, no, that won't be 
necessary." 

"Oh, it's no problem," said Edie, stepping around Ted. "There's a little 
message pad on the back of the door." She closed the office door. "Huh. 
Dr. Jonquil must have moved it." Moving to the desk, she brushed past 
Ted, making sure her tits slid across his back. "Sorry, it's so crowded in 
here. I keep telling her she's got to get rid of these old journals.” She made 
a show of rummaging in the desk drawers. 

Ted was staring at the ceiling. "I appreciate the offer, but I really —" 

"Well, drat." Edie stomped her foot. The gyrations this set up in her 
chest would have made a great thesis in fluid dynamics. "I can't find it." 
Back around the desk she moved, this time stepping far into Ted's personal 
space. "Why don't you just tell me." 

Ted put a hand on the doorknob. "I should...." 

When he didn't finish the sentence, Edie asked, "Should what?" Another 
step and her boobs forced Ted back against the door. 

"Are you a student?" Ted finally said. 

Edie smiled. "Why, no, dean. Why ever do you ask?" 

He gave in, kissing her with a savage intensity. His hands were all over 
her tits. She'd found herself a breast man. 

"Help me with this?" She took his hands and had him tug her sweatshirt 
off. Freed of their confinement, her tits jiggled and swung. Ted ran his 
fingers over her large nipples, bringing them to attention. 
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Then he was ripping off her sweats. She undid his pants. They puddled 
around his ankles, followed by his underpants. Ted's erection canted slightly 
to the left, like an old lamppost. He forced her against the desk, knocking 
papers and magazines aside. He rammed his dick home, all the time rubbing 
and licking her chest. He grunted; Edie moaned as quietly as she could. 

When he came, it was messy, his semen splashing her leg and onto the 
sweatpants. He shuddered against her, letting his head fall against her chest. 

Edie was unsatisfied, but it didn't seem like Ted was up for more. She 
stood there, waiting for him to come back to his senses. She thought of 
how this man had made Halley's life miserable. A terrible, wonderful thought 
occurred to her. "Dean?" Ted didn't reply. "Oh, dean?" Still no reply. 

"Listen to me, you asshat. It's time some things changed." 

Ted's head jerked up. "What?" He pulled back. 

Edie wasn't letting him go anywhere. She grabbed his left hand and 
jammed it down on Halley's desk spike. Ted screamed and tried to pull his 
hand free, but Edie had a death-grip on his wrist. "Shut up before you get 
in more trouble. Nothing's broken." The spike protruded through the fleshy 
part between thumb and forefinger. Blood pooled on Halley's mail and 
dripped on Edie. "Here's the deal. You're going to leave Dr. Jonquil alone. 
Look at me!" With her free hand she grabbed Ted's chin roughly and forced 
him to look away from his injury. "I've seen how you hound her about her 
research and her teaching. From now on, she's off limits. If I see you hassling 
her, or if I even hear about you giving her a hard time, then I get to go to 
the school's nurse and tell my horrendous story about how you raped me in 
Dr. Jonquil's office." 

"Oh, God, oh, God." 

Edie grinned, lips skinned back from teeth. "It was the most awful thing 
that ever happened to me. I even tried to keep you off of me with that desk 
spike, but you ripped your hand off of it." She pulled Ted's hand off of the 
spike. Ted collapsed to his knees, cradling his injured hand. "You kept 
coming anyway. And then you took me, right here on Dr. Jonquil's desk. 
You took me, and left me weeping. I was so distraught that I went home 
and didn't report a thing. But you know what I kept, Ted?" Halley knelt in 
front of Ted. "I kept these sweatpants that you came all over. Look at all of 
that blood and all of that semen, Ted. There's enough for a hundred rape 
kits." 

"Who are you?" Tears and snot mixed on Ted's face. 

"The woman who will shatter your career into a billion pieces if you 
fuck with me or Dr. Jonquil," Edie barked. "Has the administration ever 
had any hint of untoward sexual advances involving you? Any secretaries 
with a grudge against you? Because if I come forward with my story, no 
one will touch you with a ten foot pole." Edie lifted her tits and forced 
them in Ted's face. "Was 1t these? You seem like a breast man. You must 
have been driven wild by my fucking. Huge. Tits." 


"Please, I'll do anything. Anything. I have children." 

"And therefore probably a wife, whom you just screwed over when 
you screwed me. Oh, Ted, this gets worse and worse." She put a finger on 
Ted's lips. "Hush your crying. It's all going to be okay. Be nice to Dr. 
Jonquil and none of this has to come to light." She lifted Ted to his feet and 
pulled up his underwear and pants. "Let me help you with those. You're in 
no shape to zip your fly." Blood was welling up around Ted's fingers where 
he was clutching at his injured hand. "Go get that looked at." Edie picked 
up the spike and twirled it, making Ted flinch. "This thing wasn't very 
clean. You'd better get a tetanus shot. Which will leave a nice medical 
record, in case I need more corroborating evidence." She opened the office 
door, standing behind it so no one could see her. "Get along now." Ted ran 
out of the office, never looking back. 

That had been fun. And as a bonus, Edie had felt herself swell just a bit 
bigger after she'd spiked and tormented Ted. Halley kept paper towels in 
the closet. Edie used those to clean herself and the office up. She didn't do 
much about the blood: let the housekeeping staff find it in case she needed 
to make good on her threat. The sweatpants she folded neatly. There was a 
second pair she could wear home. 

Someone was knocking. Edie opened the door to see Peter standing 
there. He had a sheaf of papers in his hand. He stared at Edie. 

"Looking for Dr. Jonquil?" 

"Quizzes." He held out the papers. They shook in his hand. "Dr. Jonquil's. 
I was supposed to give them. To her, I mean." 

"That's so sweet." She took them from his hand. He made an abortive 
attempt to grab them again, then pulled back. His eyes were wide. "I'll just 
drop these on her desk." Edie made sure to put them on a non-bloody part 
of the desktop. "You're Peter, right? Dr. Jonquil's mentioned you." 

"You work with her?" 

"Im a lab assistant." This conversation was sounding familiar. Might 
as well keep going. "Come on in." She took Peter's cold hand and led him 
into the office, shutting the door. "Since you've been so helpful for Halley, 
maybe you can help me out." 

"Who are you?" Peter whispered. 

Yes, this was sounding a lot like her conversation with Ted. "I'm the 
girl of your wet dreams," she told Peter. "Here, I'll show you." 


Halley stood listlessly under her shower spray, trying to wash away 
more than dirt. Tears mixed with the water running down her face. The 
things Edie had done. Peter might have enjoyed himself, though he had 
seemed more frightened than aroused, but Edie had forced herself on him. 
She had raped him. And what she'd done to Ted.... 

It wasn't her fault. Edie had done those things, not her. Halley hadn't 
had control. Halley would rip Edie right out of her if she could. 
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And who brought forth Edie in the first place? asked a nasty little voice 
inside her head. Whose fault was that? Who was it who'd promised to stop 
summoning her, but didn't? And wasn't Edie a part of Halley? 

Halley kept seeing the blood burst from Ted's hand. It was playing on 
endless loop in her Internal Horror Theatre. 

Halley stepped out of the shower and toweled herself off. She pulled on 
her favorite pajamas before going to the lab. She stared blankly at the pile 
of salt on one bench. There wasn't a lot left. 

She was looking at how long she had left to live. 


Chapter 10 

Halley sat in her dim living room, her book sitting unread on her lap. 
She'd given up TV after a stupid but steamy soap opera had brought Edie 
roaring forth. She'd been staring outside, watching the afternoon light slant 
across the lawn. 

She'd told Ted that she had mono, and needed a few weeks off to recover. 
He said he understood, and not to worry about her research, that she could 
have more time to publish. In fact, he had underestimated how long it took 
to get a world class research program off the ground, and he hoped she got 
to feeling better soon. 

He'd sounded frightened. It had been the only bright spot in an 
increasingly terrible month. 

Halley spent a lot of her time thinking about Edie, and about how to get 
rid of her. How do you rip out a piece of your personality? Even if she 
could separate herself from Edie and make Edie vanish for good, what 
would it do to her? 

She had had to keep Greg from visiting at all costs. So far he'd stayed 
away, but he wanted to know when he could see her again. 

How about never? She had five, maybe six spoonfuls of salt left. Her 
life was measured out in coffee spoons indeed. 

The last time she'd changed, Edie had wrecked the lab. Halley still had 
enough control over Edie to keep her from leaving, but not enough to keep 
her from being angry, or from taking that anger out on Halley's possessions. 
All of Halley's lab notebooks had obscenities scrawled through them. 
Halley's favorite book was now missing every other page. Her pictures of 
Greg had been smashed, her bedding ripped. 

She wanted Greg so badly. 

She couldn't think about Greg. Thinking about Greg could bring out 
Edie. 

Halley cried for a brief moment. There had been a lot of tears lately. 
She was having to come to grips with her responsibility for Edie's actions. 
Six, maybe five more times, and then...poof. Halley was no more. 

Halley blinked, and afternoon had turned into early evening. She was 
so tired these days. She might as well have mono, given how she felt. 

"I didn't want to wake you." 

Halley jumped. Greg was sitting in the easy chair across from her, under 
the window. "Oh, Greg, you shouldn't be here. I'm contagious, and the 
doctor said you shouldn't be around me." 

"I couldn't stay away." He watched Halley stand and winced. 

"Do I look that bad?" 

"What? No. No. Just tired." He was lying. Halley had mirrors. She'd 
seen how pale she was, how the flesh hung loose around her face. She was 
smaller than she had been. She was stooped now, like her grandmother 
had been before her death. 
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"Then you need to let me sleep." She tried to shoo Greg out of the room, but stumbled. 
She fell into his arms. He held her up as if she weighed nothing. 

"Here, let me help you to bed." He swept her up into his arms. 

"No," she protested. "No, you need to go." She struggled, trying to get him to let 
go. "I'll be fine. Put me down." Halley struggled harder, finding the strength to swing 
her legs down. "I'm fine!" She pushed Greg away. 

Energy was flooding into her. "Go! Just go!" Her pajama top was being pushed out. 
Halley sprinted for the bathroom, her stoop vanishing. It had only been a day since 
Edie had come, but it felt like forever. Halley reveled in the power of the transformation 
even as she despaired about its results. 

She slammed shut the bathroom door and locked it. Greg rattled the doorknob. 
"Halley! Halley!" 

Halley was beyond caring. Her pajamas were pulling tight across her burgeoning 
breasts, the fabric stretching further and further. Her hips and ass pressed against the 
pajama bottoms. 

She undid several buttons of her top before they became too stressed to undo. The 
pajama fabric was stretchy, but not that stretchy. Immediately her breasts began rising 
out of the opening, cleavage mounding, her nipples appearing just above the top, then 
moving further up as her growth continued. Just like bread, she thought dizzily. 

Then it was done. Halley was gone; Edie stood in her place. 

"HALLEY!" Greg was pounding on the door. "Answer me or I'm going to call the 
ambulance!" 

That would never do. Edie unbuttoned a few more buttons of her top and tugged it 
up over her mammaries. The material stretched, and stretched again. The dark purple 
fabric turned distinctly lighter. Her cleavage nearly hit her chin, and her nipples were 
distinctly visible. 

"Halley!" Greg was still yelling for all he was worth. She yanked the door open. 
Greg fell into the room, righting himself by bouncing off of her chest. "Halley?" He 
gaped. 

"Pull your jaw off of the floor. Halley's not in right now. I'm Edie." 

"What? Who are you? Where's Halley?" He dodged around her, looking for Halley 
in the absurdly tiny bathroom. "Halley!" Greg gave the bathroom window a once- 
over, but not even Edie as she'd first appeared could have wiggled through its opening. 

"Halley is indisposed at the moment." Edie's lust was gathering strength inside her. 
She could feel herself getting wet staring at Greg. "What can I do to you?" 

Greg began shaking Edie. "What did you do with Halley? Where is she?" 

Edie grabbed Greg's upper arms and pushed him back into the hallway. "I guess she 
didn't tell you about me. I'm her experiment gone wrong." They had moved through 
the hallway and into the bedroom, Greg kicking at the carpet the entire way. "I'm what 
happens when you let the good times roll." She shoved him hard onto the bed. "I am 
Halley. A better Halley than she ever was. And I'm not about to waste a good man like 
you." 

Greg was at a loss. "What? How can you be Halley?" 
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"You mean, just because I have tits and an ass and know how to please 
a man, you don't think I'm her? Well, I am." She straddled him on the bed. 
"And you're about to have the night of your life. See if you even remember 
Halley's name after we're done," she told Greg. 

If Halley was protesting, Edie wasn't listening to her. Greg tried to roll 
away, but Edie clamped down on his shoulders. He tried to push her away, 
his hands sinking into the flesh underneath Halley's pajama top. "Do you 
like 1t rough? You never did before. Be a good boy and help me with my 
top." She grabbed his hands and plunged them down her cleavage, then 
ran them over her breasts and under her top. The stressed material had had 
enough. Buttons popped and the top ripped open, spilling out a bounty of 
breast flesh. "That's right, I can tell you're hot for me." His dick was poking 
at her through his jeans. 

"Get off of me!" 

"Not until I've gotten off on you," Edie said. She loosened Greg's belt 
buckle and unzipped his fly. He flipped over and tried to crawl away. 
"Naughty, naughty.” One twist of his arm and he was once again on his 
back. 

"My arm!" Greg yelled. 

"If you'd calm down, I wouldn't have to hurt you.” But his pain was so 
exciting, she was having trouble breathing. She removed her panties. Greg 
didn't even move. He just held his left arm, staring at her. 

"Feel these," Edie demanded. Greg lifted hands to Edie's gargantuan 
tits. "Feel them!" He ran his fingers along them, slowly at first, then getting 
more into it. She lowered herself onto him, feeling his prick sliding deep 
into her. "God, yes, oh, yes,” Edie moaned. It had been so long since she 
had had a man. Weeks. 

She felt herself getting more and more into it. Greg was responding 
more as well. Edie rammed herself onto him. "Ow," Greg murmured. She 
raised herself, then let herself fall. "Ow!" 

"Shut up, Greg," she said between clenched teeth. She placed her hands 
on Greg's chest, under his shirt. 

"That hurts!" Greg said. 

"I know," Edie said. She hooked her hands and dragged her nails down 
Greg's chest. Blood began to stain his shirt. 

"Aaaaah!" Greg shrieked. 

Edie moved faster, headed for a climax. Greg's pain was fueling her 
like never before. He bucked and twisted, trying to get away. Edie grabbed 
Greg's bad arm and twisted hard. He screamed, his blood getting all over 
the sheets. It was all she needed—Edie came, shuddering in time with her 
climax. 

If her experience at the orgy had been a leaky faucet, this was a moment 
on a fire hose. Her boobs jiggled as they grew in spurts, one, two, three, 
four. They were noticeably bigger than before. Overcome, Edie rolled off 
of Greg. 


He hadn't come. When he leapt off of the bed, his dick stood at attention. 
"Fuck me," he was crying as he pulled on his pants, leaving his underwear 
lying on the floor. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." He held his left arm at an 
odd angle as he ran as 1f his life depended on it. 

"Not going to let me finish you off?" Edie called after him. She stretched 
languorously. Her breasts were so alive with sensation after their growth. 
She wanted more. 

Halley wouldn't let her. Like a gnat, she buzzed around Edie's mind. 
This was no fun at all. Fine, let her come back and clean up the blood and 
semen. 

The lab was still in shambles, except for the bench with the tincture. In 
all of her rampages, Edie had never touched the tincture. It was sacrosanct. 
She mixed a dose and drank it. 

Halley could barely stand under the weight of her shame and loss. What 
she'd done to Greg! 

Halley hadn't even gotten out of the lab before her chest began to throb 
and swell. No! Not again! Her hands were shaking so badly she had trouble 
mixing another dose. Edie fought her, but Halley was able to drink the 
tincture. Thousands of tiny knives stabbed at her insides, but her boobs 
shrank back to their normal size. 

She'd made it back to her bedroom, hoping to fall asleep and forget for 
a time what had happened, when her chest burst forward, sending her 
stumbling. No, this couldn't be it. This wasn't the end. She wouldn't let it 
be the end. 

The lab was too far. Edie was back. She could feel Halley rage inside 
her. Poor little bitch. She'd gotten what she wanted, and it turned out not to 
be what she wanted at all. Well, tough shit. Halley had it coming, the frigid 
cunt. 

Her whining was becoming incessant. Fine. Might as well speed things 
along. It wasnt like Halley could avoid her doom. Back to the lab for 
another dose of tincture. 

Halley collapsed onto the floor as if pole-axed. Each transformation 
was costing her more and more. How much more could she stand? 

The fire began again, spreading from her vagina outwards. "No!" she 
cried, and then, "Shut up and enjoy it!" Her tits expanded, an inch per 
second, Edie holding them as they grew to make the sensation even more 
exciting. 

"Since you're so tired of all of this, let's go again," Edie snarled. She 
drank another dose of tincture. Two more to go. 

"No, please, Edie, not again," Halley sobbed. "Just one more day. Let 
me have just one more —AAAAAAH!" The pain of her change became 
ecstasy as Edie swelled into dominance once more. 

"Next to last time," Edie promised her. 

"I can't do this again," panted Halley when Edie had taken the tincture 
and changed back. "Not again," she whispered. 
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Yes, again. Halley hadn't even fully taken possession of their body before 
the changes reversed themselves. "Yes!" roared Edie. "Last trip around the 
merry-go-round!" She took her time mixing the final dose. "Won't this be 
fun?" she asked. "Enjoy your last minutes on Earth." 

The second Halley had control of their body, she ran for it. Maybe she 
could kill them both, grab a knife from the kitchen and plunge it into her 
heart. She couldn't let Edie loose on the world. 

Her legs were lengthening to match Edie's stride. Her tits were filling, 
her muscles firming. She wasn't going to make it. She wasn't going to be 
able to do anything. 

Halley collapsed to the floor, fighting inside her mind for control. Her 
body was going crazy. Her left boob inflated to full size, her right boob 
staying the same. Then they both inflated, while her ass shrank from Edie's 
proportions to Halley's. 

Eyes clenched shut, Halley tried to force Edie out of her mind. Edie 
pushed back. It was as if bits of Halley were being cut away and swallowed. 
Edie should have been laughing. She wasn't. She was grimly setting about 
the task of shredding Halley's personality. 

Memories became disjoint. Halley could feel herself slipping away. Her 
pushes against Edie were weak and getting weaker. Edie was going to win. 

Halley would kill them both. She had to. But Halley had no control 
over her own body. Edie's own body. A blowtorch was burning her away 
on the inside. How could she win? Edie was so strong. Edie knew everything 
about Halley. Her secret fears. Her weaknesses. There was no hiding 
anything from Edie. There was no hiding from Edie. 

How do you hide from yourself? How do you fight someone who is 
you? She couldn't win this fight. 

The realization was a lighting bolt through her. Neither of them could 
win! Both were trying to cut away a portion of themselves. Halley had 
been trying to deny that Edie was a part of her since the beginning. Now 
Edie was trying to do the same. But they were each a facet of the other. 
Without Edie, Halley was not whole. Without Halley, Edie was incomplete. 

If either of them died, the other would live a half-life at best. 

Halley embraced the pain. Mentally she stopped cowering and reached 
out for Edie. Edie, surprised, tried to withdraw, but Halley was relentless. 
Fire flared around her, ice froze her, but still she pressed on. For the first 
time in a long time, perhaps for the first time ever, Edie was frightened. 
Waves of terror were coming from her. 

Edie rallied, pushing Halley away. Halley pushed back, determined. 
She was not going to give up. Light flooded through them, taking them 
both apart. Halley reached, through pain, through pressure, through despair 
that threatened to drown her, reached, reached—and had her! Halley hugged 
Edie to her. The light flooding in her, through her, was now welding her 
disparate parts back into a cohesive whole. Edie shrieked and was gone. 

No. Not gone. Absorbed. Reabsorbed, really, an acknowledged part of 
Halley once more. 


Chapter 11 


"I appreciate all of your hard work over the last several months," Halley 
told Gary and Li. Both of them were smiling at her, the first time they'd 
done that in a while. "Doubly so because the research didn't pan out. It's 
hard to keep going when you're not seeing any results. You pushed beyond 
that point, and proved to me that what I was hoping to see just isn't there." 

"Now what?" Li asked. 

"Good question. Now we pick a new project. Or projects; I've got several 
ideas that we could pursue.” There were any number of promising research 
areas Halley had considered during her time at BEU, but she'd set them all 
aside to follow her obsession. Freed of the drive to prove transcendental 
medicine could work, she could now explore with a freedom she'd hadn't 
had since leaving graduate school. 

"Really?" asked Gary. "We're really giving up on the old project? 
Junking it and starting over?" 

"Really and truly," said Halley. "But we did good work, and you two 
developed skills that are going to come in handy for our next research 
project. Don't view this time as wasted. It's only wasted if we stop doing 
research." 

"No chance of that," said Li. "Besides, when else are we going to get to 
work with someone as brilliant as you?" 

Halley snorted. "I'd agree with the 'brilliant' thing if I'd pulled the plug 
on our prior line of inquiry a lot earlier. But thanks." 

That was the easy conversation. The harder one was with Dean Minott. 
She approached him in his office, since he'd been avoiding hers ever 
since...well, ever since. He was in his large leather chair behind his desk. 
"Can I come in?" she asked Ted. 

"Of course, of course." He gestured to one of the chairs in front of his 
desk. "Feeling better, are you?" 

"Much. The doctor said their diagnosis of mono was wrong. A mixup 
in the lab tests. I just had a bad case of exhaustion." Halley wasn't exhausted 
now that she had a good portion of Edie's vitality as her own. Not that she 
couldn't have always had that. She had denied Edie for so long. "I wanted 
to keep you informed about my research. I haven't been very good at that 
lately." 

"Nonsense. I understand I was pushing you very hard." 

"No harder than I needed to be pushed." Halley took a deep breath. 
"I'm closing down my current research project and starting one, or possibly 
two, new ones with my students. The results on my prior project just weren't 
there, and it's not fair to the department for me to keep messing around and 
not producing anything." 

"Oh?" Ted sounded both surprised and relieved. "That's...unexpected." 

Halley shrugged. "I know I've tried your patience, but I'm going to 
have to ask for a little more of it while I get the new projects off the ground. 
I will be sure to tell you how the research is going, and I do invite you to 





sit in on some of my weekly meetings with Li and Greg, my graduate students. If I'm 
not making headway in six months, let's reassess the research.” She leaned forward. 
"I'd value your input on these projects." 

Now Ted really looked surprised. He recovered gracefully. "But of course I'd be 
delighted. You know I take my role as mentor to younger faculty extremely seriously." 
He was regaining some of his old confidence and, sadly, his pompousness. Oh, well. 
Better a pompous Ted than a broken Ted. 

It was funny how he still didn't want to look at her for long. The scoop neck shirt 
she was wearing couldn't have helped, especially given her new D-cup breasts. Edie 
had left Halley with more than just vitality. "I do appreciate it. I've got to run. Things 
really piled up while I was away. I need to meet with Nita McClenton and see where 
my classes stand." 

"I'm sure she'll be delighted to have you back in the classroom." He cleared his 
throat. "One other, ah, question. I haven't seen your lab assistant around lately. Edie, 
was that her name?" He was very bad at feigning nonchalance. His left hand drummed 
on his desktop. 

"Oh, her? When I closed down my research project she lost interest. You won't see 
her around here any more." 

"Ah, good. That is, I'm sorry you lost her services, but if she was unhappy, better 
she be somewhere where she can enjoy her work." He was also very bad at hiding his 
relief. 

"Oh, she's quite happy, I'm sure." Halley's smile was genuine. 

So much for the harder conversation. Now it was time for the hardest one of all. 
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"I was stupid," Halley told Greg. "It just took me a while to realize how stupid. I 
was too eager, and you had to pay for that." 

Greg relaxed in his bed. His left arm was in a splint, and bandages bound his chest. 
"Halley, I wish you had told me. Trusted me." 

"I should have. I was just so scared." Halley shook her head. "And I didn't want to 
drive you away." 

Silence stretched between them. Greg coughed. "You look much better, that's for 
sure," he told her. Never mind better, she looked great, and knew it. Edie's coming- 
home present of two inches in bust and more vitality had also included a nice extra 
inch in height. 

"You look pretty good yourself." 

Greg shifted, wincing. "I feel better, but it's going to be a while before I'm ready to 
run marathons." 

Halley took his right hand. "I'm so sorry." Her eyes were wet. 

"Shh, shh, it's okay." 

Halley stared out the window at the setting sun. "Well. I have an idea of how I can 
start making you feel better." 

"Oh?" Greg asked. 

Halley slid his covers down, then his underwear. "Be careful,” Greg warned her. 
"Um a little bruised around there." Halley nodded before engulfing Greg's limp dick 
ue her lips. It wasn't limp for long, surging forth to its full length. 








It wasn't the only thing surging. Halley's top was tightening. She felt 
herself filling out all over. 

"You okay?" Greg asked. Then he saw how Halley's chest was pushing 
against her shirt. 

"Im more than okay," she said, unclasping her bra and sending her 
boobs boinging forward. "Here, I'll show you." Halley resumed fellating 
Greg, all the while wriggling out of her clothes, which had grown tight. 

"Oh, God, Edie!" Greg tried scrambling up the bed and away from 
Halley, gasping in pain. 

Halley lifted her head. "Someone wasn't listening to my story. There is 
no Edie any more. Not a separate Edie, anyway. She's me." 

"And you...you grow now?" 

"I'm done growing now, if you want to be exact." She'd ended up with 
boobs that weren't as huge as Edie's were at the end, but they were big 
enough to count as "damn huge." Her muscles had filled out nicely. "I 
discovered this growth effect ealier this week the first time I masturbated 
after...after Edie's curtain call. It's a libido thing." Her grin was crooked, 
sardonic. "Think of me as a nicer Edie." 

Greg had relaxed, except for his tumescent dick. "Not too nice, I hope." 

"Nice enough to be gentle to a broken man." Halley slid on top of Greg, 
impaling herself. Her grin widened. "Nasty enough to have plans for you." 
She leaned forward and pressed her tits against Greg's chest. "Hope you're 
up for one hell of a ride. I know I am." 


Tho End 


